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CHAPTER 1




Kaydene’s POV:




I stood behind that Walmart register like I did every damn day, scanning barcodes and forcing a smile that didn’t reach my eyes. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, making everything feel too bright, too fake. My feet hurt, my back ached, and my mind kept drifting back to Matt’s stupid face when I threw his shit out on the curb last week: cheating ass nigga with that bank teller bitch. I told him if he ever pulled up on my block again, I’d pull my glizzy on his ass. He knew I wasn’t playing. He bounced. Good riddance.

The line was long, as usual. It was Saturday afternoon, the worst time to be stuck in this joint. I rang up an old lady’s cat food and toilet paper, trying not to look at the clock. It felt like time was moving backward. I dragged another pack of generic soda over the scanner, the loud beep drilling into my temples. I sighed, wiping a sweat bead from my forehead, then looked up for the next customer.

And that’s when I saw her.

Time didn’t just slow down; it stopped dead in its tracks. She was fine as hell. Like, stop-your-heart, make-your-panties-wet, can’t-look-away fine. A beautiful black woman with smooth, glowing skin that looked like it had been kissed by the sun and blessed by the gods themselves. Her hair was in long, neat braids that fell way past her lower back, swinging with every intentional, heavy-hipped step she took. A little diamond nose piercing caught the light when she smiled at somebody in the next aisle—and that dimpled smile hit me right in the chest like a physical blow.

She was built like an absolute dream. Her arms were fully tatted up, beautiful dark ink swirling over toned, sculpted muscles, and I could see more tattoos peeking from under her denim shorts on those thick, juicy thighs. And that ass? Lord have mercy. Phat, round, sitting up so high and tight it made you forget how to speak your own native language. She was hot as fuck, strutting up to my register like she owned the whole damn store, the building, and the block outside.

My mouth went completely dry. My throat closed up. I am naturally shy, always have been, especially with women who looked like they could ruin my whole entire life in the best way possible. I’d never been with another woman before. Never even let myself think about it too deep, always staying in my lane with dudes even when they disappointed me. But something about this woman right here had me melting right there between the Orbit gum and the Hershey bars.

She reached my register, and the scent of her hit me before she even spoke—some kind of rich vanilla, brown sugar, and clean skin. It went straight to my head. She unloaded her items onto the black conveyor belt, her movements smooth and lazy. A bottle of sweet red wine, a bag of spicy chips, and a bottle of cocoa butter body oil. My imagination ran completely wild looking at that oil.

“Hey, beautiful,” she said.

Her voice was deep, smooth like honey with a little rough rasp at the end of it that went straight down to my core, making my stomach do a whole flip. She leaned one tatted arm on the counter, tilting her head to the side. Her eyes were dark, heavy-lidded, and intensely locked onto mine.

“You look like you could use a break from all these lights. They doing you dirty, huh?”

I blinked, my fingers instantly fumbling on the scanner. I tried to pass a bag of chips across the laser, but I missed, and it made an error beep. My face heated up instantly. “Uh… yeah,” I mumbled, my voice coming out way softer and squeakier than I meant it to. “Long shift. You know how it is. It’s crazy in here today.”

“I see it,” she murmured, her eyes tracing my face, dropping down to my lips for a split second before locking back onto my eyes. The intensity was crazy. “But you holding it down though. Looking good doing it, too. This vest can’t even hide them curves, ma.”

My cheeks felt like they were on fire. I scanned the wine, trying to keep my hands from shaking. I couldn’t stop staring at the way her tight white tank top hugged her full breasts, or how her dark braids framed her flawless face. “Thank you,” I said, trying to summon up some of my usual hood attitude so I didn’t look completely helpless. “I try to keep it together, even when this place tries to drive me crazy.”

She leaned a little closer over the counter, that dimpled smile deepening, showing off a glimpse of a tongue piercing. My heart hammered against my ribs.

“I’m Rachel, by the way,” she said, her voice dropping an octave, becoming an intimate purr right over the sound of the cash register. “And you are…?”

“Kaydene,” I mumbled, ringing up the body oil. I felt like everybody in the line behind her could hear my heart beating.

“Kaydene,” she repeated, saying it slow, letting the syllables roll off her tongue like she was tasting my name and deciding she liked the flavor. “Pretty as hell. A pretty name for a gorgeous girl. You got a man waiting at home to rub them feet after this long shift, Kaydene? Or you single and stressing out here in the world?”

I let out a nervous, breathless laugh, quickly bagging her items so I had something to do with my trembling hands. “Single,” I said, looking up at her through my lashes. “Very single. Just me and my cat now. No man drama over here.”

“Good,” Rachel said, her eyes sparkling with absolute mischief and something wilder, hungrier. “That’s the best news I heard all day. Means I can slide in your DMs without no pressed-up nigga trying to cause drama. What’s your IG, ma? Give it up.”

I hesitated for half a second, my mind racing. Am I really about to give my info to a girl? A girl this fine? But looking at her lips, looking at the way she was staring at me like I was a whole meal, I couldn’t say no. I gave her my handle.

Rachel pulled out her iPhone, her long, manicured nails flying over the screen as she typed it in right there. She hit follow, then looked back up at me, and that smile was straight-up lethal.

“Alright, Kaydene. I found you,” she said, sliding her phone back into her pocket. “I’ll be seeing you soon. Real soon. Keep it cute for me until then, alright?”

She tapped her card on the reader, the machine beeped approval, and she grabbed her bags. As she turned around to leave, I couldn’t help myself. My eyes dropped straight to that phat ass as she walked away. It was fat, round, shaking just right under those shorts with every step she took, her hips swaying like a damn rhythm I desperately wanted to learn. I was gawking. Full-on staring, my mouth probably hanging open.

Smack.

A heavy hand clapped my shoulder, making me jump half out of my skin. I turned around wildly. Sophia, the cashier at the register next to mine, was leaning over the plastic divider, grinning like a complete fool, her gold teeth flashing.

“Girl, stop gawking at that woman’s ass before the team lead sees you and writes your ass up,” Sophia laughed, shaking her head. “She got you completely gone already! Look at your face, you look like you just saw a ghost.”

I turned around, laughing but still completely flustered, my hands pressing against my hot cheeks. “Sophia, shut up! Did you see her though? She was openly flirting with me! Took my IG and everything. Said she’ll be seeing me soon.”

Sophia’s eyes went wide, her jaw dropping. “For real? Oh, okay! Miss Thang getting pulled by a top-tier stud! Go ahead then, break out of your comfort zone! Matt who? We don't know that broke nigga no more!”

We both cracked up, the line moving along, but inside my chest, I was buzzing like an electric wire. Rachel. Her name was already stuck in my head, repeating over and over like my favorite song.

***

My shift finally ended at eight, and I couldn't get out of that vest fast enough. I hopped into my little Honda, rolled the windows all the way down, and drove home to my apartment with the night air blowing my hair back and the music bumping low. The city lights blurred past the windshield, but I wasn't even paying attention to the road. I was replaying that whole interaction at the register.

Rachel’s voice, her heavy-lidded eyes, the way she looked at me like I was a snack she wanted to devour right there on the conveyor belt. I ain’t never felt nothing like that from a woman before. Dudes always approached me with the same corny lines, looking at me like they just wanted to clock a trophy. But Rachel? Rachel looked at me like she wanted to appreciate every single inch of my body and soul. It scared me a little. But damn, it excited me way more.

I pulled into my apartment complex, parked, and headed inside to my third-floor spot. The key turned in the lock, and the second I stepped into the warmth of my living room, a furry weight rubbed against my shins.

“Biscuit! Where you at, boy?” My fluffy orange cat came running, purring so loud it sounded like a little motor. I scooped him up in my arms, burying my face in his soft fur. “You miss your mommy? Yeah, I know.” I set him down and went straight to the kitchen to dump a can of salmon wet food into his bowl.

The apartment felt quiet. Too quiet. It had been like this since Matt left last week. I’d cussed him out good, thrown his Jordans and his designer shirts into the hallway, told him if I ever saw his face on my side of town again, it was smoke. He knew better than to test me, so he made a peaceful exit and stayed gone. Now it was just me, Biscuit, and my thoughts. And tonight, my thoughts were entirely filled with a tatted girl with dimples.

I stripped off my work clothes, leaving the uniform in a heap by the door, and hopped into the shower. I turned the knob until the water was steaming hot, letting the vapor fill the bathroom. I stepped under the stream, letting the hot water wash away the Walmart smell, the dirt, and the stress of the day. I grabbed my loofah, pouring a heavy amount of coconut body wash onto it, and started scrubbing real good.

I soaped up my curvy body, running my soapy hands over my full breasts, down my narrow waist, and over my thick hips and thighs. My ass had gotten me plenty of attention from dudes in the neighborhood, but lately, none of it felt right. It felt hollow. I closed my eyes under the water, and suddenly I imagined Rachel’s tatted hands being the ones scrubbing my skin, tracing the curves of my hips. A sudden rush of heat hit my lower stomach, and my pussy throbbed tightly between my legs. I gasped, opening my eyes quickly. Girl, you are losing it, I thought to myself.

I stepped out of the shower, wrapping a white towel around myself, and walked over to the foggy mirror. I wiped a circle clear and started drying my wavy hair, watching the water droplets still clinging to my smooth brown skin. I looked at my reflection—my full lips, my dark eyes, the soft curve of my chest peaking out from the towel. I wondered what Rachel saw when she looked at me. I wondered if she thought I was as beautiful as I thought she was.

Just as I slipped out of the towel and into a pair of fresh silk panties, my phone on the counter started blaring. It was my mom.

“Hey, Ma,” I answered, putting her on speaker while I pumped a handful of cocoa butter lotion into my palms and started rubbing it onto my legs.

“Kaydene, baby,” her voice boomed through the speaker, loud and full of life. “You coming over for Sunday dinner tomorrow? You know I’m making your favorites. I got the mac and cheese ready to bake, greens with the smoked turkey, and the fried chicken. Don’t you make me come over there and drag you out of that bed.”

I sighed, smiling despite myself as I rubbed the lotion over my thighs. “I gotta rain-check on that, Ma. Work got me so tired, my feet are still burning. I might just sleep all day tomorrow.”

“Rain-check nothing!” Ma snapped, though I could hear the love in her voice. “Stop being sour and hiding out in that apartment because of that cheating bastard Matt. He old news, baby. Forget him. Come enjoy a good meal with your family. I ain’t taking no for an answer, Kaydene. I’ll see you at two o’clock.”

“Alright, alright. I’ll be there,” I laughed, knowing there was no winning an argument with her.

“That’s my girl. Love you, baby.”

“Love you too, Ma.”

I hung up, sliding into a short, black silk robe that tied loosely around my waist. I walked into the kitchen and rummaged through the fridge for something quick to eat. There wasn't much—just some old takeout and leftover juice. I sighed.

Right then, my phone buzzed violently in my hand. It wasn't a text. It was an Instagram video call. I looked at the screen, and my heart literally skipped a beat.

Rachel_TattedUp requested a video call.

My hands started shaking a little bit. I bit my lip, checked my robe to make sure I wasn't completely exposed, and hit the green button.

The screen cleared, and there she was. She was sitting in the driver’s seat of her car, the dashboard lights illuminating her sharp jawline and her glowing skin. She had her braids pulled back into a high ponytail now, and she was wearing a tight, black tank top that made her collarbones and tatted shoulders look incredible.

“What’s up, twin?” Her voice came through the speaker, playful, deep, and warm.

“Nothing much,” I said, leaning my hip against the kitchen counter, trying to act cool, like my heart wasn't trying to burst out of my chest. “Just here in my crib, chilling. Trying to figure out what I’m gonna eat. My fridge is looking real sad right now.”

Rachel chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated right through the phone. She leaned closer to the camera, her dark eyes locking onto mine through the screen, heavy with sudden heat.

“I got a wet coochie for you if you hungry,” Rachel said, bold as hell, a wicked smirk spreading across her face, showing off those deep dimples.

I almost dropped my damn phone on the linoleum floor. My jaw dropped, and my eyes went wide. “Jeez! Straight to it, huh? No romance, no dinner, no nothing? You just wild out here!”

She laughed out loud, leaning back in her seat. “I can give you romance too, baby. I can buy you flowers, take you out, write you poetry if that’s what you need. But it’s still gonna end with you eating me out or me eating you out. Which one you prefer? Let’s be real about it.” She winked, and the sheer confidence radiating off her had my thighs clenching together tightly under my robe. “Besides, I don’t think I live far from your area. I can bring over some fresh pizza. Just send me your address, ma.”

My mouth opened and closed. My mind told me to slow down, to tell her another night, but my body was screaming at me to say yes. The memory of her phat ass and her smooth voice at the register won the battle.

“Aight, bet,” I said, my voice a little husky. “I’m texting it to you quick.”

“Good,” Rachel said, her eyes dropping down to trace the V-neck of my silk robe through the screen. She licked her lips slow. “I’ll see you in fifteen minutes, Kaydene. Keep that coochie warm for me.”

The screen went black as she ended the call.

I heaved a massive breath, leaning against the counter, my heart racing a mile a minute. I looked at my reflection in the dark microwave screen. “What the hell am I getting myself into?” I whispered to myself, a thrill of pure adrenaline running through my veins. “This Rachel chick is really something else.”

***

True to her word, exactly fifteen minutes later, my apartment buzzer went off, echoing through the quiet rooms. BZZZZ.

My stomach did a whole gymnastics routine. I walked over to the intercom, pressed the button, and cleared my throat. “Who is it?”

“It’s Rachel, baby. Open up. Got the goods.”

I pressed the release button to let her into the building, then ran to the hallway mirror. I adjusted my silk robe, making sure it sat just right over my hips, showing just a little bit of leg. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing pulse. I heard her heavy footsteps coming down the carpeted hallway, stopping right outside my door. Three loud, confident knocks rang out.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

I turned the lock and pulled the door open.

There she was. And up close, without the Walmart counter between us, she was even more breathtaking. Rachel stood there holding a steaming, large pizza box in one tatted hand. She had modified her outfit—now wearing a tight, cropped black top that showed off a slice of her flat, toned stomach and her belly piercing, and denim shorts that tightly hugged the massive, round curves of her thighs and ass. The scent of her—that vanilla and cocoa butter—instantly flooded my entryway. Her braids hung back perfectly, her diamond nose ring caught the hallway light, and those deep dimples were on full display as she looked me up and down.

“Damn, Kaydene,” she breathed out, her voice dropping into that sexy, raspy register. She stepped right over the threshold, closing the door behind her with her heel without ever taking her eyes off me. She stood so close I could feel the heat radiating off her body. Her eyes roamed over my silk robe, tracking the way it clung to my full breasts and my wide hips. “You trying to kill me before we even eat the food? You look delicious, for real.”

I laughed, a little nervous but deeply thrilled by the way she was looking at me, like I was a prize. I reached out and took the warm pizza box from her hand to break the tension. “Slow down, girl. Let’s eat first and get to know each other. I ain’t rushing into nothing tonight.”

“I can appreciate a slow burn,” she murmured, her dark eyes flashing with pure confidence. “Lead the way, beautiful.”

We walked into my small kitchen, and I set the box down on the counter, opening it up. The scent of fresh pepperoni, cheese, and garlic filled the air. I grabbed two plates and some napkins while Rachel made herself at home, leaning against the counter and looking around.

Suddenly, Biscuit came slinking out from the living room. He stopped, stared at Rachel with his big green eyes, and then walked straight over to her, rubbing his fluffy orange body against her bare shins, purring like crazy.

Rachel’s whole face softened. She scooped him up immediately, cradling his fat body against her chest like it was nothing, her tatted fingers gently scratching him right behind his ears. “Oh, you a sweet boy, huh? Look at you,” she cooed, her voice turning incredibly sweet and gentle.

I stood there holding the plates, watching her. There was something so incredibly sexy about seeing this tatted, confident girl being so tender with my cat. It made something shift in my chest.

“I can see you love cats,” I observed, a soft smile spreading across my face.

“I do,” Rachel said, nuzzling her nose against Biscuit’s head before setting him gently back down on the floor. He purred and sat right by her feet. Then, she turned her attention back to me, leaning against the counter, that mischievous, dangerous glint returning to her eyes. “But I love the one between your legs a whole lot more.”

I completely choked on the piece of pepperoni I had just put in my mouth, coughing into my hand. My face turned bright red. “My God! Rachel! You really can never tone it down, huh? You just say whatever comes to your head!”

Rachel threw her head back and laughed, a deep, beautiful sound that made my whole apartment feel warmer. “Fuck no, girl! Life too short to be playing games. I want you, Kaydene. I want all of you. I want that shy little smile you keep giving me, I want them heavy curves, and I definitely want that phat ass I caught you checking out at the store earlier. Don’t play with me, I saw you gawking.”

I bit my lip, laughing because she caught me red-handed. “Alright, alright, maybe I was looking a little bit. You ain't exactly hard to look at, Rachel.”

“Mm, I know,” she said, stepping closer, closing the distance between us until her stomach was almost pressing against mine. She reached out, her fingers warm and surprisingly soft as she gently tucked a strand of my wavy hair behind my ear. Her thumb lingered on my jawline, tracing the skin. “But you... you different. You got this sweetness to you. I like it.”

We stood there for a long time, just talking, the tension between us growing thicker and sweeter by the second. We grabbed our plates and sat on the stools by the counter, eating the pizza, but I could barely taste it. I was too busy watching her lips move. Conversation flowed so easy—she told me about her job at the tattoo shop downtown, how she loved drawing, her wild sense of humor, and how she grew up a few blocks over from me.

Eventually, the conversation drifted, and I found myself opening up about Matthew. I told her how long we’d been together, how I found out about the bank teller bitch, and how lonely and empty the apartment felt now that he was gone. Rachel listened intently, her eyes never leaving mine. She reached across the counter, her tatted hand covering mine, squeezing it gently.

“His loss, baby,” Rachel said, her voice full of real sincerity. “Niggas never know what they got until it’s gone. They blind to real beauty and real value. Real ones see what’s good right in front of them. And you good as hell, Kaydene. You deserve somebody who is gonna cherish every single part of you.”

Her words hit me deep. My heart started racing, a sudden wave of boldness washing over me. I looked at her tatted hand on mine, then looked up into her dark, hungry eyes. The pizza didn't matter anymore. The past didn't matter. I wanted this woman. I wanted to know what it felt like to be loved by her.

“Shit,” I said softly, my voice trembling but determined. “Let’s make it happen then.”

I put my slice of pizza down on the plate, stood up from the stool, and took Rachel by her tatted wrist. Biscuit jumped down from the chair, sensing the shift in the air. Rachel’s eyes darkened with instant, heavy desire as she stood up with me. I didn't say another word; I just led her down the short hallway to my bedroom, opening the door and pulling her inside.

The second the bedroom door clicked shut behind us, the gentleness vanished. We were on each other like wildfire.

Rachel grabbed my waist with both hands, pulling my body flush against hers, and slammed her lips onto mine. I let out a soft gasp into her mouth, and she used that second to slide her tongue inside. It was a heavy, passionate, desperate make-out session, our tongues dancing wild and sweet. Her lips were incredibly soft but completely demanding, tasting like the red wine she’d been drinking and the sweet promise of what was coming.

I wrapped my arms around her neck, pulling her closer, my fingers getting lost in the thick ponytail of her braids. She moaned deep in her throat, a sound that went straight to my pussy, making me instantly wet. Her hands slid down my silk robe, gripping my phat ass through the thin fabric, lifting me up slightly so my pelvis ground right against hers. The friction was insane.

We started stripping each other fast, desperate for skin-on-skin contact. I reached down, pulling her cropped top over her head and throwing it on the floor. Rachel unknotted the belt of my silk robe, letting it slide off my shoulders and pool at my feet, leaving me standing there in nothing but my black silk panties.

I looked at her, and my breath caught. Rachel’s body was an absolute masterpiece. She stepped out of her denim shorts, kicking them away. She was standing in a pair of tight grey Calvin Klein boxers. Her breasts were full and heavy, with dark, rock-hard nipples that practically begged to be touched. Her stomach was flat and toned, her hips wide and strong, and that phat ass was everything I’d envisioned and more. The dark tattoos covering her skin made her look like a living piece of art in the dim light of my bedroom.

We tumbled onto the bed together, a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing, pressing our bodies close. Rachel pulled back just enough to look down at me, her braids falling around both of our faces like a dark curtain, partitioning us away from the rest of the world. Her breathing was ragged, her dimples showing faintly.

“You sure about this, Kaydene?” she whispered, her voice husky and dripping with lust. “I don’t want you getting shy on me now. Once I start, I ain't stopping until you completely spent, baby.”

“I’m sure,” I whispered back, my voice completely deep and breathless. I reached up, my hands tracing the muscles of her tatted shoulders. “You’ve had me melting since you walked up to my register, Rachel. I’ve never been with a woman before… but damn, you are tempting as hell. I want you.”

Rachel’s eyes blazed with pure satisfaction. “Good,” she growled softly, leaning down to plant a fierce kiss on my lips. “'Cause I been wanting to taste you since the second I saw you. I’m gonna make you feel better than any nigga ever did in your whole life, Kaydene. Watch.”

She moved her mouth down to my neck, sucking gently on my sensitive skin, then harder, leaving little dark marks that made me arch my back and moan out loud. “Oh god, Rachel…” I gasped.

Her hands roamed all over my body, leaving trails of fire. She grabbed my full breasts, squeezing them tightly, her thumbs circling my nipples over and over until they were rock hard and aching. I cried out, my fingers gripping her braids tightly as she moved her mouth lower, trailing wet, hot kisses down my stomach, making my abdominal muscles twitch.

Rachel dropped to her knees on the mattress, reaching up to grab my thick thighs and spreading them wide apart, pulling my hips right to the edge of the bed. Her hot breath hit my pussy through my silk panties, and the heat was so intense I thought I was going to lose my mind. I was already completely soaked, dripping through the fabric for her.

She reached down with her teeth, catching the edge of my panties and slowly dragging them down my legs, tossing them onto the floor. I lay there completely bare, exposed to her eyes. Rachel stared at my wet pussy, her eyes dark and heavy, a low groan escaping her lips.

“Look at you,” she muttered, her voice thick. “You so pretty, Kaydene. Fat and pretty. You dripping wet for me already, smell so sweet. So ready for me.”

“Please, Rachel… stop playing with me,” I begged, my hips lifting off the bed instinctively, seeking her mouth.

Rachel chuckled against my inner thigh, her fingers gently gripping my knees to keep me still. “Bossy already? I like that. But I’m the boss down here, baby.”

Then, her tongue finally hit my clit.

I screamed out, my hands flying back to grip the bedsheets so tight my knuckles turned white. She started slow, her tongue flat and warm, licking up my slit from bottom to top, spreading my juices all over my clit. Then, she shifted gears. She got nasty with it. She pinned my thighs down and began flicking her tongue fast, right on my swollen bud, sucking it into her mouth like a piece of candy.

“Oh fuck! Yes! Right there!” I moaned loud, my hood accent completely coming out as the pleasure overwhelmed my brain. “Eat this pussy, Rachel! Damn! You better than Matt ever was! That nigga ain’t never make me feel like this!”

Rachel hummed against my wet skin, the deep vibrations of her throat sending intense electrical shocks straight through my pelvis. She didn't slow down. She slid two long fingers deep inside my wet, tight pussy, pumping them in and out in a heavy, rhythmic rhythm while her mouth continued to absolutely devour my clit. Her fingers curled inside me, hitting my spot perfectly with every stroke.

I was losing control, my hips bucking wildly, grinding my pussy right against her face, my wet cream coating her chin and her nose ring. She looked up at me for a split second, her face covered in my juices, her eyes completely wild with lust, those dimples flashing even as she went right back down to eat me alive.

“You creaming so good for me, Kaydene,” she growled against my skin, her fingers fucking me faster, stretching me out perfectly. “You taste so fucking sweet, ma. Cum for me, baby. Let me drink it all. Give it to me!”

I couldn't hold back even if I wanted to. A massive wave of pleasure crashed over my entire body. My core tightened, my pussy muscles clenching tightly around her fingers as a heavy orgasm hit me hard. I shook violently, screaming out loud as I squirted a heavy gush of my sweet juices right into her mouth and all over her face. Rachel moaned loud, holding my hips tightly, swallowing every single drop, licking it all up like it was the best thing she had ever tasted in her life.

“That’s it, good girl,” she muttered, her voice filthy and dripping with satisfaction. “Give me all of it.”

But she didn't stop. Before I could even catch my breath, she slid her fingers back in, pumping them even faster, her tongue working my sensitive, throbbing clit with an intense, aggressive speed. The overstimulation was crazy. I was losing my mind, tears pricking my eyes from the sheer pleasure of it.

“Rachel! Fuck! I’m cumming again! Stop—no, don't stop! Shit!” I screamed, my body convulsing as a second, even bigger orgasm ripped through me, my fluids flooding her mouth completely.

Rachel laughed softly against my soaking wet skin, kissing the inside of my trembling thighs as I finally came down from the high, my body completely limp against the pillows. She crawled her way up my body, her tatted frame pressing down on mine, and leaned in to kiss my lips deep.

I tasted myself on her tongue—sweet, salty, and completely filthy. It was the sexiest thing I had ever experienced.

I looked up at her, my breathing ragged, a sudden wave of confidence hitting me. “Your turn, sexy,” I whispered, grabbing her by her tatted waist and flipping us over so I was sitting right on top of her.

Rachel lay back against the pillows, her tatted arms spreading out wide, a heavy, satisfied smirk on her face. Her breathing was just as heavy as mine, her chest heaving, her grey boxers soaked through at the crotch from her own arousal.

“Show me what you got, Big Fine,” she teased, her voice a low, raspy challenge.

I didn't say a word. I leaned down and kissed her deep, pouring all the passion and excitement I had been holding back into her mouth. Our lips locked, wet and slick, our tongues sliding together. I moved my mouth down her jaw, biting gently on her neck, making her gasp and arch her hips up off the mattress.

I traced my hands down her body, admiring every single dark tattoo, every beautiful curve of her toned frame. Her breasts were full, soft, and completely inviting. I opened my mouth and took one dark, hard nipple into my mouth, sucking on it heavily while my teeth grazed the edge.

“Oh god, Kaydene,” Rachel groaned out, her fingers instantly digging into my hips, pinning me against her. “Yes, baby. Suck them just like that. Damn, you got some soft lips.”

I moved to the other breast, treating it to the same intense suction, biting gently just like she had done to me, making her vocalize her pleasure loud in the quiet bedroom. I slid my body further down, kissing my way across her flat, tatted stomach, my tongue tracing the lines of her ink until I reached the edge of her grey boxers.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband and dragged them down her thick, toned thighs, throwing them onto the floor.

Rachel’s pussy was absolutely gorgeous. It was fat, pretty, her lips already glistening and completely swollen with her own desire. The scent of her—sweet, musk, and pure heat—hit me instantly. I didn't hesitate. I spread her thick thighs wide, burying my face right between her legs.

I licked up her slit slow, from the bottom all the way up to her swollen clit, tasting her cream. It was thick, sweet, and completely addictive. I knew right then I was never going back to a man again. This was paradise.

“Damn, Rachel,” I muttered, looking up at her through my lashes, my chin covered in her wetness. “You wet as hell.”

“All for you, baby,” Rachel gasped out, her head rolling back against the headboard, her hands reaching down to grip her own braids. “Eat this fat pussy, ma. Make me cream all over your lips. Don't be shy now.”

I dove right back in, getting completely nasty with it. I opened my mouth wide, lapping at her wetness, my tongue flicking hard and fast right against her clit. I slid two of my own fingers deep inside her, finding out she was incredibly tight but so slick. I pumped my fingers in a heavy, steady rhythm, matching the pace of my tongue.

Rachel went crazy. She was incredibly vocal, her hips bucking up off the bed aggressively, her pussy gripping my fingers tightly. “Right there, Kaydene! Fuck! Your tongue feels so fucking good! Don’t stop, ma! Eat me up, devour this shit!”

I sucked her clit hard, pulling it into my lips, my fingers fucking her faster and deeper, tracing the walls of her pussy. She gripped my hair, her fingers tightening as she began to ride my face, her breath coming in short, ragged screams.

“I’m gonna cum, baby! I’m gonna cum right now—keep going—yes! Right there!”

Her entire body went completely rigid, her muscles tensing up, and then she creamed hard. Thick, sweet, hot juices flooded into my mouth, pouring over my lips and chin. I licked every single drop of it up, swallowing her sweetness, loving the raw, primal taste of her. She shook violently against my face, cursing and laughing at the same time as the waves of her orgasm washed over her.

“Girl… damn,” Rachel panted, her voice completely shot as she reached down and gently pulled my head up by my hair. “You got some serious skills for somebody who never been with a girl before. Come here.”

I crawled back up her body, and we locked lips again, our bodies pressed close together, sweaty, sticky, exhausted, but completely satisfied. The air in the room was thick with the scent of sex and intimacy. Rachel wrapped her strong, tatted arms around my waist, pulling my back against her chest as we rolled onto our sides. She began stroking my back gently, her fingers tracing soothing lines on my skin.

“This ain’t just no one-night thing, Kaydene,” Rachel murmured into my hair, her voice soft but completely serious. “I want more of you. I want all the romance, all the freak shit in this bed, all the laughs. I’m trying to lock you down, for real.”

I smiled against her skin, my heart feeling full and warm for the first time in months. “Bet,” I whispered. “You already got me hooked, Rachel. I ain't going nowhere.”

We lay there in the dark for a long time, the adrenaline slowly leaving our bodies as we talked and joked about everything. We laughed about how crazy she looked at the Walmart register, she told me funny stories about people getting ridiculous tattoos at her shop, and we talked about Biscuit and future dates we were gonna go on. Laughter mixed with soft, sweet kisses against our lips and shoulders.

Suddenly, as I lay my head on her chest, listening to the steady beat of her heart, a memory flashed through my mind from when I was in the middle of my orgasm.

I sat up a little bit, leaning on my elbow, looking down at her. “Hey… let me ask you something.”

Rachel looked up at me, a lazy smile on her face, her dimples showing. “What’s up, beautiful?”

“When you were eating me out… when I was about to cum the first time… I called out a name. I remembered it just now. I called out Matt’s name, didn't I?” I asked, my voice a little worried, hoping I hadn't ruined the vibe.

Rachel’s smile faded just a little bit, replaced by a cool, knowing look. She reached up, running her fingers through my hair. “Yeah, baby. You did. You said his name. I wasn't gonna bring it up because I knew you were just caught up in the feeling, but yeah. Who is Matt anyway? That the ex you were talking about earlier?”

I sighed, shaking my head, feeling a flash of anger just thinking about him, but it quickly melted away as I looked at Rachel. “Yeah. I threw his whole life out on the street last week because he couldn't keep his dick in his pants. He was out here messing with some bank teller bitch behind my back after everything I did for him.”

Rachel stared at me for a long moment, her eyes softening with a deep, protective understanding. She reached up, wrapping her hand around the back of my neck and pulling my face down close to hers, looking straight into my eyes.

“Listen to me, Kaydene,” Rachel said, her voice dropping into a serious, intense tone that made my heart flutter. “Men are like dogs, baby. For real. They got this need to just lodge their dick in every single moving pussy they can find out here in these streets. They don't care about feelings, they don't care about loyalty, they just selfish. They don't know how to appreciate a real, solid woman like you.”

She leaned up, pressing a soft, lingering, passionate kiss to my lips, tasting like the sweet aftermath of our lovemaking. When she pulled back, her eyes were burning with real sincerity.

“But with me? It’s different, Kaydene. I don't play them games. I see you. I see how beautiful you are, how sweet you are. With me, I’m gonna love you for real. I’m gonna treat you like the queen you are, inside and out of this bed. No lies, no cheating. Just me and you. You believe me?”

I looked at her—at her beautiful tatted body, her honest eyes, those deep dimples that had completely stolen my heart in a matter of hours. The ghost of Matt and every bad thing he’d ever done completely vanished from my mind, replaced by the warmth of the woman holding me.

“I believe you,” I whispered, a tear of pure happiness almost slipping from my eye.

I leaned down and kissed her again, a deep, slow, passionate kiss that sealed the promise between us. Rachel held me tight against her, and as we finally drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms, I knew my life would never be the same again. Rachel was everything: hot, funny, sweet, filthy, and exactly what I needed to heal.


CHAPTER 2




Matthew’s POV:




The morning sun hit the ragged bedroom blinds of my mama’s house like a straight disrespect, burning holes right through my eyelids until I couldn’t ignore the splitting headache vibrating through my skull. I groaned, rolling over on the cramped twin mattress I’d been stuck sleeping on for the past week and a half, the old springs squeaking loudly beneath my weight. This shit felt completely backwards. Two weeks ago, I was living good in a spacious, two-bedroom apartment, laying up against a thick, smooth-skinned, gorgeous woman who actually had her shit together. Now? Now I was back in the trenches, kicking it in my childhood bedroom, surrounded by old trophies and dust, listening to my mama’s small television blaring the morning news from down the hallway.

I sat up, rubbing my face with both hands, my mouth tasting like straight pennies and regret. “Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, staring at the peeling wallpaper.

Every single morning since Kaydene threw my clothes out on the concrete curb, I woke up with the exact same heavy-ass feeling in my chest. I missed her. I missed her so fucking bad it felt like a constant ache in my ribs. I missed the way her wavy hair smelled like coconut oil when she fell asleep on my chest. I missed the way her wide hips felt when I locked them in my hands from behind. I missed the way she used to laugh at my corny jokes, her whole face lighting up, making the whole world feel easy for a minute.

I really fucked up. I knew I did. Stacey, that little bank teller chick from the branch down the street, wasn’t worth a single piece of what I lost. When I first stepped out on Kay, I thought I was just being a nigga—getting a little flavor on the side, keeping it low-key because Stacey was throwing it at me every time I went to deposit a check. But look where that greedy shit got me. Stacey was stingy as fuck with her money, her apartment was tiny and messy, and honestly? Her pussy wasn't nowhere near as good as Kaydene’s. It didn’t grip me the same, it didn’t taste the same, and when it came to sucking cock? Man, Stacey didn’t have a single clue. She’d get lazy after two minutes, complaining about her jaw aching, while Kaydene used to put her whole soul into making me feel like a king, looking up at me through her lashes without me even having to ask.

I sat there on the edge of the mattress, the regret washing over me so heavy it made me feel sick to my stomach. I needed to work my way back into Kaydene’s life. I knew it wouldn't be easy. Kay wasn't one of these weak-ass girls in the neighborhood who just took a nigga back after he humiliated her. She had that real hood pride, that quiet strength that made her dangerous when she felt crossed. The way she looked at me when she told me about the glizzy—she wasn’t playing with my life. She would’ve really let that shit fly if I hadn't packed up my duffel bags and bounced.

But I couldn't just sit here and let her go. I couldn't let some other nigga slide into her space and reap the benefits of the woman I spent two years building with. I had to find a way to pull up on her block, to look her in her eyes and break down her defenses until she remembered how good we used to be together. The problem was, I didn't have a solid excuse. If I just showed up empty-handed begging, she’d look right through me and lock the deadbolt.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand, checking my notifications. Nothing but a dry-ass text from Stacey asking if I was coming over later to buy her food. I ignored it, tossing the phone aside. I stood up, stretching my arms, and walked over to the corner of the room where my remaining duffel bags were piled up. I began rummaging through them, looking for a clean white tee, when my foot kicked against an empty cardboard box.

My eyes dropped to the floor, scanning the clutter, and suddenly my brain clicked. My heart did a quick, hard thump against my ribs.

The living room setup at Kay’s place. The entertainment center under the big flat-screen.

“Fuck,” I hissed out loud, my eyes widening as the realization hit me like a slap. “How could I forget my jam?”

My PlayStation 5. My fucking console. The digital edition I’d spent months saving up for, the one thing I valued more than anything else in my small collection of belongings. When she was screaming at me, throwing my sneakers down the stairs and telling me to get the fuck out before she turned me into a headline, I was so frantic trying to gather my clothes that I completely left my system hooked up to the main TV. It was still sitting right there in her living room, plugged into the wall, probably covered in a light layer of dust.

A slow, scheming smile started to creep onto my face. This was it. This was the golden ticket. She couldn't mad-dog me for coming to get my own property. It was a completely legitimate, unarguable reason to pull up on her crib. I could use the console as the foot in the door, and once that door was open, I’d use my charm, my apologies, and my history with her to melt that icy exterior she was putting up.

I headed straight for the bathroom to hit the shower. I scrubbed myself down extra clean, using the good bodywash, and brushed my teeth twice to make sure my breath was hitting right. I lined my beard up with the clippers, making sure my edges were sharp, and threw on a crisp, oversized white tee, some clean designer sweatpants, and my best pair of clean white Air Force 1s. If I was going to win my girl back, I had to look like the nigga she fell in love with, not some broke dude living out of a duffel bag at his mama’s house.

I walked out into the kitchen, where the scent of old grease and coffee hung heavy in the air. My mama was sitting at the small table, nursing a mug of tea in her faded housecoat.

“Where you going all dressed up on a Sunday morning, Matthew?” she asked, her sharp eyes scanning my fresh clothes with instant suspicion. “You ain't out here running behind that girl who threw your clothes in the dirt, are you?”

I sighed, pouring myself a quick bowl of generic cornflakes, shoving a spoonful into my mouth just to keep her from lecturing me. “Nah, Ma. I gotta go handle some business. Get some of my property back.” I swallowed the cereal down fast, setting the bowl in the sink. “I’m taking the keys to the Honda, alright? I’ll be back in a minute.”

She sighed, reaching into her housecoat pocket and tossing the keys onto the laminate counter. “Don’t you go bringing no drama back to my doorstep, boy. That girl Kaydene don't play with you, and frankly, I don't blame her for putting your cheating tail out.”

“Yeah, yeah. Love you, Ma,” I muttered, snatching the keys off the counter before she could get started on a whole sermon.

I walked out to the parking lot, the humid morning air hitting my face. I unlocked my mama’s battered old silver Honda Civic—a far cry from the nice ride I used to have before the repo man came—and slid into the worn driver’s seat. The engine turned over with a loud, sputtering whine that made me wince. Man, I need to get back on my feet, I thought, pulling out of the complex and hitting the main highway.

I reached over and turned the radio dial, flipping through the stations until a brand-new Future track came bouncing through the speakers. The heavy 808 bass started rattling the loose plastic on the dashboard, and instinctively, my head started bobbing to the rhythm. The dark, melodic beat filled the cramped car, and instantly, my mind drifted right back to Kaydene.

Man, we used to vibe so hard to Future. Every time a new mixtape dropped, we’d hop in the car late at night, light up a little something, and just drive around the city with the bass shaking the windows, singing the lyrics to each other like we wrote them ourselves. Kaydene had this way of rapping the verses with this little attitude, pointing her finger at me, laughing that pretty, dimpled laugh when she got the words wrong. We were a team. We were a whole vibe. And driving down this highway alone, listening to this music without her sitting in the passenger seat with her bare feet on the dashboard, felt completely empty.

I took the next exit, my chest tightening as I got closer to her neighborhood. I knew I couldn't just show up demanding the PS5 like a regular aggressive nigga. I had to show her I was remorseful. I pulled the Honda into the parking lot of a small corner bodega a few blocks away from her building. I walked inside, past the rows of loose cigarettes and cheap liquor, and walked straight to the small floral bucket by the register.

I scanned the options until I saw them—a bouquet of bright, deep red roses mixed with baby's breath. They were her absolute favorite. Every time I used to mess up or when I did some low-ass shit, I’d bring her these exact flowers, and she’d instantly soften up, putting them in a glass vase on the kitchen counter. I pulled the bouquet out, paid the old man at the register the last twenty dollars I had in my pocket, and walked back to the car.

“You got this, Matt,” I muttered to myself, checking my reflection in the rearview mirror one last time. “She loves you. Two weeks ain't enough time to forget two years.”

I drove the final two blocks, turning into her apartment complex, and parked the Honda in my old usual spot right out front. My heart started hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird as I grabbed the bouquet of roses from the passenger seat and stepped out of the car.

The walk up the concrete stairs to the third floor felt like it took a whole lifetime. My sneakers squeaked against the steps, the sound echoing through the quiet breeze of the Sunday morning. I held the flowers close to my chest, my mind running through a hundred different scripts of what I was gonna say. “Kay, I’m sorry. I was a fool. That girl didn't mean nothing to me. Let’s just talk.” Yeah, that sounded smooth. That sounded like something she’d listen to.

I reached apartment 3B. I stood in front of the heavy wooden door, taking a deep, stabilizing breath. I noticed the little welcome mat we bought together was still sitting there, though it looked a little crooked. I lifted my hand, knocking hard against the wood three times.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Silence.

I waited, my ears straining against the door. For a second, I thought she might not even be home, that maybe she was working an early shift at Walmart. I lifted my hand to knock again, but right before my knuckles hit the wood, I heard the faint sound of footsteps shuffling across the hardwood floors inside.

“Who is it?” her voice called out. It was sharp, cautious, muffled by the thick wood of the door. Hearing her voice after two weeks made a wave of intense heat rush straight to my stomach.

“It’s me, Kay. It’s Matthew,” I called out, trying to keep my tone soft, making myself sound as non-threatening and smooth as possible.

The silence that followed was heavy enough to suffocate a nigga. I could literally feel her standing right on the other side of that peephole, looking at me, her jaws probably clenched tight in that way she does when she’s pissed off.

“Nigga, what the fuck do you want?” Kaydene spat through the door, her hood tonality sharp enough to cut glass. “You know you and I are completely done. I told your bitch-ass if you ever showed face on my block again, it was gonna be smoke. Did you think I was playing with you?”

I winced, shifting the flowers from one hand to the other. “C’mon, Kay, don’t be like that,” I pleaded, leaning my forehead slightly against the cool wood of the door frame. “Just open the door for a second, man. Let me talk to you. I ain't here to cause no problems, I swear. I’m just here to collect my PS5. I left it hooked up to the TV when I bounced, and I just need to get my system, man. That’s it.”

Another long pause. I heard her let out a heavy, irritated sigh from inside.

“Aight, hold on,” Kaydene called out, her voice hard. “I’ll bring it out to you. Don’t move from that spot.”

I stood there, waiting. I could hear her rummaging around the living room, the faint sound of cords being pulled from the entertainment center. I braced myself, putting a charming, apologetic smile on my face, adjusting the bouquet of red roses so they were right in front. Five full minutes passed before I finally heard the heavy metallic click of the deadbolt sliding back.

The door unlocked, and Kaydene pushed her head out through the small aperture of the door, keeping her body shielded behind the heavy wood.

The second I saw her face, my breath left my lungs. She looked beautiful as hell, even with no makeup on. Her hair was pulled up, but she looked fresh, her skin glowing like she’d been resting good. But her eyes? Her eyes were straight ice as she locked them onto mine.

Her gaze dropped to the bright red roses in my hand, and her face immediately twisted into an expression of pure, unadulterated disgust. She rolled her dark eyes so hard I thought they’d get stuck in the back of her head, letting out a loud, sucking sound through her teeth.

“Man, what the fuck is this?” she hissed, opening the door just a tiny bit wider, revealing her body. She was wearing a short, black silk robe that tied loosely around her waist, showing off a dangerous amount of her smooth, thick thighs. My eyes instinctively dropped to her legs, and my mouth went completely dry. God, I missed that body.

Before I could even speak, she thrust her arms forward, shoving the heavy white PlayStation 5 console right into my chest, along with the white controller wrapped tightly in its power cord. I had to quickly grab it with one arm, pinning the system against my ribs while trying not to drop the flowers.

“Take your little digital ass shit and bounce, nigga,” Kaydene said, her voice dripping with venom as she started to pull the door back to slam it in my face.

“C’mon, Kay, wait!” I yelled, quickly planting my foot against the bottom of the door to keep it from closing, using my body weight to hold it steady. “Don’t do this, girl. Let me in for just five minutes. I wanna make it up to you, for real. I’ve been miserable without you, Kay. I’m so fucking sorry about everything. Here, look—these are your favorite flowers. I went to the shop specifically to get these for you because I know how much you love them.” I tried to push the red bouquet toward her face, pleading with my eyes.

Kaydene’s eyes blazed with a sudden, furious fire. She didn't look at the flowers; she looked right through my soul.

“Mane, you can take them raggedy-ass flowers and shove that shit straight up your cheating ass, or go give them to your bank teller hoe!” Kaydene hissed, her voice rising in anger, her chest heaving under the black silk robe. “You think some twenty-dollar grocery store roses are gonna fix the fact that you humiliated me? You out here laying up with some fake-hair-having bitch while I was at work holding down the bills? You got me fucked up, Matthew!”

“C’mon, babe, please,” I begged, dropping my voice, trying to step my front foot into the narrow entryway of the apartment. “That shit with Stacey was a mistake. A complete lapse in judgment, you know that. You know you’re the only woman I love, Kay. I made a dumbass mistake, and I’m paying for it every single day. Just let me inside so we can talk like adults. Please.”

I pushed a little harder against the door, trying to use my size to slide past her into the living room. Kaydene braced her weight against the door, her face turning red with frustration.

And right in that exact second, a voice drifted out from the back of the apartment. A deep, smooth, slightly raspy female voice that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand completely on end.

“Babe? Who the fuck is at the door making all that noise this early?”

The word hung in the air like a heavy fog. Babe.

My whole body went completely rigid. My brain froze for a split second, trying to process what my ears had just picked up. That wasn't a television commercial. That wasn't her mama. That was a grown-ass woman’s voice coming from inside my girl’s apartment, calling her the exact same pet name I’d used for two years.

I looked down at Kaydene, and for a brief second, I caught a flash of hesitation in her eyes before her face hardened back into stone. A sudden, violent rush of heat flooded my chest, turning into an ugly, boiling anger that started in my stomach and rushed straight to my head.

“Babe?” I repeated, my voice dropping into a dark, dangerous growl. My eyes widened as I stared at Kaydene. “Who the fuck is in here with you, Kay? Who the fuck is calling you that?”

“None of your damn business, Matt!” Kaydene shot back instantly, her voice full of defensive fury. She put her whole upper bodyweight against the door, trying with everything she had to slam it shut and lock me out on the concrete walkway. “Get your foot out of my door before I make you regret it! You don't live here no more! You don't get to ask me shit!”

“Hell no!” I roared.

The anger completely took over, wiping out any thoughts of being smooth or apologetic. I was the nigga who held this apartment down for two years. I wasn't about to be locked out while some random person was chilling in my old spot. I used my full manly strength, leaning my shoulder heavy into the wood, and shoved the door wide open with a violent push. Kaydene wasn't expecting the sudden force; she let out a sharp gasp as she was pushed entirely out of the way, her bare feet sliding across the hardwood floor as I let myself right into the living room.

I stormed past the small entryway, the PS5 gripped tightly under my arm, the flowers crinkling in my fist. I rounded the corner into the living room, ready to pull up on whatever dude was sitting on my couch.

But when my eyes hit the sofa, I froze dead in my tracks.

Sitting right there on the plush grey cushions, leaning back like she owned the damn building, was a woman. And not just any woman. She was a dark-skinned girl with long, heavy braids cascading all the way down her back, her skin completely glowing in the morning light. She was wearing a matching black silk robe that was open just enough to reveal a tatted shoulder and a glimpse of a smooth chest. Her arms were covered in dark, intricate ink that swirled all the way down to her knuckles.

She wasn't startled. She wasn't scared. She was sitting there with her legs crossed, one thick, tatted thigh resting over the other, holding a small porcelain teacup in her hand. She took a slow, elegant sip of her tea, looking up at me through heavy-lidded, incredibly bored eyes, as if I was nothing more than an annoying fly that just buzzed into the room.

“Who the fuck is this?” I demanded, my voice booming through the apartment, my finger pointing directly at her face. I looked back at Kaydene, who was standing by the open door, her face contorted in pure rage. “Kay, who the fuck is this bitch sitting in my house in a robe?”

“None of your fucking business!” Kaydene screamed, stepping into the living room, her fists clenched tightly at her sides. Her eyes were completely bloodshot with anger now. “Get the fuck out of my apartment before I buss a cap in your ass, Matt! I told you I wasn't playing with you! This ain't your house no more!”

The tatted woman on the couch slowly lowered her teacup, setting it down on the glass coffee table with a tiny, delicate clink. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees, a slow, mocking smirk spreading across her face, revealing a deep set of dimples that made my blood boil even hotter.

“I’m Rachel Tucker,” she said, her voice deep, smooth, and completely calm, dripping with a heavy hood tonality that showed she wasn't intimidated by a single thing about me. “I’m Kaydene’s new bitch. And you must be the little cheating nigga she had to put out in the dirt last week.” She looked at the bouquet in my hand, her smirk widening. “Ah… those flowers look beautiful, by the way.”

My jaw clenched so tight I felt the bone pop. My vision was practically turning red. I glared at her, my chest heaving. “They’re not for you,” I spat, my voice shaking with pure venom.

I snapped my head back over to Kaydene, who was standing there looking at me with her arms crossed, her chin held high, standing fully in her space.

“And what the fuck does she mean by your new bitch?” I shouted, step-closing the distance toward Kaydene, my mind completely reeling, unable to grasp what was happening right in front of me. “You’re into women now, Kay? Is that what the fuck is going on? You out here trading a nigga out for a bitch? You prefer a little tongue-work over my fucking dick, is that it? Answer me!”

Kaydene didn't even give me the satisfaction of an answer. She let out a loud, dangerous hiss through her teeth, turned around on her heel, and rushed straight back toward her bedroom, her silk robe fluttering behind her.

I started to follow her, my sneakers heavy on the floor. “Kay, don't run away from me! Answer my fucking question!”

“Hey. Young blood.”

Rachel’s voice cut through the air like a cold blade. I stopped, turning my head back toward the couch.

She hadn't moved an inch from her comfortable spot. She had picked her teacup back up, sipping it elegantly, completely unbothered by the screaming and the drama unfolding two feet away from her. She swallowed her tea, then looked up at me, her dark eyes suddenly turning cold, sharp, and lethal. The playful smirk was completely gone.

“I suggest you leave, young blood, before you get popped out here on a Sunday morning,” Rachel said, her voice dropping into a deadly, quiet purr. “If my girl don’t put one in you, best believe I’m putting three straight into your skull. I don't do the screaming nigga routine in my space. So take your little raggedy console, bounce the fuck up out of here, and leave the flowers on the floor.”

Before I could even process the threat coming out of this bitch’s mouth, the sound of heavy, fast footsteps came slamming out of the hallway.

I whipped my head around. Kaydene came marching back into the living room, and the second my eyes hit her hands, my stomach dropped straight into my shoes.

She wasn't empty-handed. Held tightly in her right hand was the matte-black Glock 19 I knew she kept locked in the small safe in her closet. She didn't have it down at her side. She had both hands wrapped around the grip, her arms extended straight out, the heavy steel barrel pointed dead at the center of my chest. Her stance was steady, her feet planted wide on the hardwood floor, and her eyes were completely cold. There was no hesitation in her face. She looked like a straight-up killer standing there in her black silk robe.

“Nigga, bounce the fuck up out my crib before I make this shit go off!” Kaydene screamed, her voice echoing off the walls, her finger resting firm against the trigger guard. “I told you last week, Matthew! I told you if you ever stepped foot back in my space, I was gonna pull it! You think I’m playing with you because we used to lay up together? Step back!”

I froze, my arms instantly going up slightly, the PS5 still pinned under my ribcage, the bouquet of roses trembling in my fist. A cold sweat broke out across my forehead. I knew Kaydene had attitude, but seeing her lock eyes with me behind the sights of a loaded gun made the reality hit me like an ice bath. She was really ready to end my life over this.

From the couch, Rachel let out a soft, amused chuckle, leaning back against the cushions and taking another elegant sip of her tea. “You hear the woman, young blood. She told you to bounce.”

The sight of this tatted bitch sitting there laughing while my woman pointed a gun at my chest sent a wave of bitter, pathetic hurt straight through my anger. I looked at the roses in my hand, realized how fucking stupid I looked, and violently threw the bouquet onto the floor. The red petals scattered across the dark hardwood, breaking apart under the shadow of the gun.

“Aight, I see how it is,” I said, my voice cracking slightly as the emotional weight of the betrayal hit me full force. I looked at Kaydene, my chest heaving, the anger turning into a deep, desperate ache. “You trade me out for a bitch. That’s real low, Kay. That’s some real gutter shit. It hasn't even been three weeks since I left this house, and you already got a whole-ass woman laying up in our bed? Wearing robes? Calling you 'babe'?”

Kaydene didn't lower the gun an inch. Her arms stayed locked, the barrel tracking my chest as I shifted my weight.

“I really thought you and I were a thing, you know?” I continued, my voice rising as I tried to force the guilt onto her, trying to make her feel the pain I was feeling. “I thought what we had was real. Yeah, I messed up with Stacey, I admitted that! But you couldn't even wait a month before you went and threw our whole two years in the garbage? You had to go step all over a nigga like I never meant nothing to you? You out here eating some woman’s coochie already? That’s crazy, Kay. That’s dirty.”

Kaydene’s jaw dropped, her face twisting into an expression of absolute disbelief and raw fury. She took a heavy step forward, the barrel of the Glock coming two inches closer to my face.

“Is you for real right now, Matthew?” Kaydene yelled, her voice dripping with pure, unadulterated scorn. “Are you really standing in my living room, after pushing your way into my house, trying to gaslight me in my own crib? You are the one who broke this home, nigga! You are the one who was out here sliding your dick into a bank teller while I was working double shifts at the register to make sure our rent was paid! You don't get to talk to me about loyalty! You don't get to tell me how fast I move!”

She nodded her head toward the front door, her eyes burning through mine.

“Mane, step!” Kaydene hissed, her voice dropping into a dark, final command. “Get your broke, cheating ass out of my sight before I let this Glock do the talking for me. Move!”

She began walking me down, stepping forward with the gun raised high, forcing me to back up toward the open entryway. I looked past her shoulder one last time at the couch. Rachel was watching the whole thing unfold with a smug, victorious smile on her tatted face, raising her teacup toward me in a mocking toast as I was forced backward.

“You’re cold, Kay. Real cold,” I muttered, my heart breaking into a million heavy pieces as my heels hit the threshold of the apartment door.

“Goodbye, Matthew,” Kaydene said, her voice hard as stone.

The second my feet cleared the doorframe and hit the outdoor concrete walkway, she reached out, grabbed the heavy wooden door, and slammed it shut right in my face with a deafening BANG. The sound of the deadbolt sliding into place immediately followed, a sharp, metallic finality that felt like a bullet entering my chest.

***

I stood out there on the concrete walkway for a full minute, the heavy weight of the PlayStation 5 cutting into my ribs, my arms shaking as the adrenaline slowly started to leave my system. The hallway was completely quiet again, save for the distant sound of someone else’s television down the hall.

I turned around slow, my sneakers dragging against the floor as I walked down the three flights of concrete stairs, feeling completely small, defeated, and broken.

I pushed through the glass exit doors of the building and walked out into the blinding morning sun. I reached my mama’s raggedy silver Honda Civic, unlocked the door, and threw my PlayStation 5 carelessly onto the passenger seat. The console hit the fabric with a dull thud. I slid into the driver’s seat, pulled the door shut, and just sat there, staring at the steering wheel.

I couldn't fucking believe it.

Kaydene was a lesbian. Well, in her case, a bisexual. I never saw that shit coming in a million years. In the two years we lay up together, she never once mentioned liking girls, never once looked at a woman when we were out in the streets, never gave me a single hint that she had that side to her. And the fact that she moved on so fucking fast—it hasn't even been a month since I packed my duffel bags, and she was already layed up in matching silk robes, feasting on some tatted woman’s coochie in the bed I bought.

The thought of it made a violent, ugly wave of jealousy and rage rush through my blood. And that smart-mouth woman she was with—Rachel. I hated her instantly. I hated the way she sat on that couch like she owned the block. I hated her tattoos, I hated her dimples, and I hated how she looked at me like I was completely beneath her.

“Fuck!” I roared out loud.

I clenched my fists and began violently slamming them against the steering wheel over and over again, the plastic cracking under my knuckles. Slam! Slam! Slam! I threw my hand sideways, punching the dashboard of my mama’s car, the loud thuds doing nothing to ease the burning pressure inside my chest.

I came over here thinking I had it completely in the bag. I thought I’d show up with some roses, look cute, apologize, use my console as an excuse, and slide right back into her good graces. I thought she’d be sitting inside crying over me, missing a nigga, waiting for me to come fix what I broke. But instead, she was inside getting her pussy ate by a top-tier stud, ready to put a bullet in my chest if I didn't respect her boundaries.

I felt completely fucked up. My pride was stripped away, my ego was bleeding out on the floor of her apartment, and the reality of what I lost was finally, completely real. I didn't have my girl, I didn't have my own place, and I was stuck driving my mama’s Honda back to a twin mattress while Kaydene started a whole new, happy life without me.

I shoved the keys into the ignition, cranking the engine until it sputtered to life. I threw the car into reverse, backing out of the parking spot with a loud screech of the tires. I hit the main road, my hands trembling against the wheel, my eyes burning with a mix of rage and pathetic tears I refused to let fall.

I didn't want to go back to my mama’s house. I didn't want to see Stacey’s dry-ass texts. I needed something strong. I needed to find the nearest liquor store, buy a whole bottle of Hennessy, and drink until I couldn't remember the name Kaydene or the sight of that tatted bitch sitting on my couch. I hit the gas, the Honda roaring down the street, leaving apartment 3B far behind in the dust.


CHAPTER 3




Rachel’s POV:




I bent down slow, the silk of my robe whispering against my thighs as I started picking up the scattered red petals Matt had smashed into the floor. The stem of one rose was completely snapped, the thorns catching slightly against the calluses on my tatted fingers. I didn't care. I just took my time, gathering them up piece by piece from the dark hardwood, completely relaxed.

Across the living room, Kaydene was a whole different story. She was pacing back and forth like a caged tiger, her bare feet smacking against the floorboards. The matte-black Glock 19 was still gripped tight in both of her hands, her arms trembling from the sheer rush of adrenaline pulsing through her veins. Her chest was heaving under her robe, her dark eyes wide and completely wired. She looked magnificent like that—so fierce, so protective—but she was spinning out of control.

“Oh my god, Rachel,” Kaydene gasped, her breath catching as she stopped pacing for a split second to look at me, then started right back up. “I am so fucking sorry, girl. I swear to you, I didn't know that fool was gonna pull up on my block like that. He’s crazy, Rachel. He’s completely out of his mind. I can’t believe he pushed his way into my crib while you were here. I am so, so sorry for involving you in his toxic-ass drama.”

I let out a soft, lazy chuckle, standing up straight with the crumpled bouquet wrapped neatly in my palm. I walked over to her slow, my hips swaying under my robe, my expression completely serene.

“Don’t worry, babe. You handled that perfectly,” I said, my voice dropping into that deep, comforting rasp.

I gave her a reassuring nod, then strolled past her into the kitchen. I found a tall glass vase sitting on top of the refrigerator, rinsed it out under the tap, filled it with cool water, and carefully placed the broken roses inside. Even with the snapped stems, the red looked bright and vibrant against the clean white tiles of her kitchen counter. It added a little life to the room.

Kaydene followed me, stopping at the edge of the kitchen island. She was staring at me like I was some kind of alien, her brow furrowed in complete bewilderment. “You... you were incredibly calm during that whole ordeal, Rachel. Like, for real. That nigga was screaming in your face, calling you out of your name, slamming into the door, and you just sat there sipping your tea like it was a regular Tuesday. How the hell did you stay so chilled? I thought for sure you were gonna jump up and start swinging.”

I turned around, leaning my lower back against the counter, crossing my tatted arms over my chest. I looked at her through heavy, amused lids, a slow smirk spreading across my lips, letting my dimples show.

“That’s because I’m used to men and their little drama, ma,” I murmured, shaking my head slightly. “Dudes like that are predictable as hell. They get their little feelings hurt, their ego gets bruised, and they don't know how to act. I knew exactly what he was trying to do the second he started talking about those roses. I bet he’s completely butt-hurt that you’re kicking it with me... another woman. It’s killing his pride to know a bitch is doing your body better than he ever could.”

I stepped away from the counter, closing the small distance between us until I was standing right in her space. I reached out, my warm, tatted hands gently covering her trembling ones, covering the cold steel of the gun.

“But look at me, Kay,” I whispered, my eyes locking onto hers with absolute sweetness. “This don’t belong in your hands anymore, baby. The threat is gone. You’re safe now. Let it go.”

I gently, firmly pried her fingers away from the grip of the Glock. She let it go with a heavy exhale, her shoulders dropping instantly as if a massive weight had just been lifted off her back. I turned and placed the gun safely on the kitchen counter right next to the vase of roses, out of sight, out of mind.

The second the weapon was out of her hands, I stepped right back into her, wrapping my strong arms completely around her waist. I pulled her soft, curvy body flush against mine, burying my face into the sweet, coconut-scented crook of her neck. Kaydene let out a ragged sob, her arms instantly wrapping around my shoulders, holding onto me like I was her anchor in the middle of a storm.

“You were so brave, Kaydene,” I murmured against her skin, my hands sliding down to rub the small of her back through the silk of her robe. “The way you stood up for your castle? The way you protected our peace? It was sexy as fuck, for real. I love you, baby. I love everything about how you handle your business.”

Kaydene stiffened slightly in my arms, her head pulling back just enough to look up at me. Her dark eyes were wide with a mix of shock, confusion, and beautiful disbelief. “You... you really do? You really love me, Rachel? I mean... c'mon, girl. We had only just met yesterday at the register. We just had our first night together. How can you love me already?”

I smiled, my whole heart swelling as I looked at her beautiful, flustered face. I reached up, my thumb gently wiping away a stray tear from her cheek, tracing her soft skin.

“I know it sounds wild, and I know it’s moving fast,” I said, my voice full of a deep, undeniable warmth. “But when you know, you know, Kay. I’ve been out here in these streets, dealing with all types of people, and I ain't never met a girl who touched my soul the way you did just standing behind that cash register. You got this sweetness, this realness to you that I been searching for my whole life. I’ve already fallen in deep, baby. There ain't no turning back for me.”

Kaydene’s lips parted slightly, her eyes melting into pure liquid affection. “Rachel...” she breathed.

I didn't let her finish. I leaned down, tilting her head up by her chin, and took her full lips right into my mouth.

The kiss started off sweet, a gentle reassurance to chase away the lingering ghost of her ex-nigga. But the second our tongues brushed, the sweetness turned into straight fire. I sucked on her bottom lip, pulling her body closer until my tatted thighs were firmly wedged between hers. Kaydene moaned deep in her throat, her hands running wild through the braids of my ponytail, pulling me down harder against her. The friction of our silk robes rubbing together was making my own skin tingle, a familiar, heavy heat blooming right back between my legs.

We stayed locked like that for minutes, our mouths sliding together in a wet, deep, passionate rhythm that completely wiped out the memory of the intrusion. It got so heated, so heavy, that Kaydene finally had to gently push against my tatted shoulders, pulling her lips away with a breathless gasp to catch her breath. Her cheeks were completely flushed, her lips swollen and glistening from my saliva.

“Hold on, hold on,” Kaydene panted, a gorgeous, playful smile finally breaking through her stress. She leaned her forehead against my chest, her hands resting on my waist. “You are dangerous, Rachel Tucker. You’re gonna make me forget I have a whole family dinner to get ready for if you keep kissing me like that.”

I chuckled, my hands sliding down to rest lazily on the heavy, round curves of her hips. “That’s the whole point, baby. I want you completely consumed by me.”

Kaydene laughed, shaking her head as she stepped back slightly, leaning her hip against the kitchen island. She looked out the window toward the parking lot, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. “So tell me something... I been meaning to ask you since you pulled up last night. How come a girl who owns a small tattoo shop drives a slick, top-tier ride like yours?”

I raised an eyebrow, a knowing smirk playing on my lips. “You mean my Range Rover? The midnight black one with the custom rims out front?”

“Yeah, that exact one,” Kaydene said, folding her arms, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “I mean, don't get me wrong, I know tattooing pays good if you got clientele, but you must be doing a whole lot of ink to afford a hundred-thousand-dollar truck and your own shop, Rachel. What else you got going on?”

I laughed, walking over to the fridge to grab a bottle of cold water. I took a slow sip, then looked back at her, leaning against the counter.

“Nah, baby, the tattoo shop is my passion project. I love art, and I love putting my work on people’s skin,” I revealed, rolling my tatted shoulders. “But that ain't where the real heavy bank comes from. I’m a Twitch streamer too. I got a whole dedicated streaming room back at my crib, custom PC setup, triple monitors, professional lighting, the whole nine yards. That’s how I really make most of my money.”

Kaydene’s jaw literally dropped. She stared at me like I had just told her I flew a spaceship to work. “A Twitch streamer? For real? Like... one of them girls who plays video games on the internet for money?”

“Yeah, exactly like that,” I chuckled, enjoying the look of pure shock on her face. “I play Call of Duty, GTA RP, horror games... whatever’s bouncing at the time. I got a huge community, lots of subscribers, and sponsorships that hit my account every single month. I’ve been on Twitch for four years now, grinding it out every single night after the tattoo shop closes.”

“Damn,” Kaydene breathed, her eyes rolling over my tatted frame with a brand-new level of respect. “You must be making serious bank out here, Rachel. A whole tech mogul in a silk robe.”

“Yeah, something like that,” I said, stepping back into her space, my voice dropping into a playful, flirtatious purr as I wrapped a strand of her wavy hair around my finger. “And honestly, baby... I can put you on game too if you want. You don't need to be standing behind that grueling-ass Walmart register, letting those fluorescent lights do your skin dirty while old ladies scream at you about coupons. Come kick it with me on stream. The camera loves you, and my community would lose their minds over how gorgeous you are. I can have you making six figures in six months or less, guaranteed. We can build a whole empire together.”

Kaydene’s eyes widened, a beautiful, dreaming look coming over her face as she processed the words. “Mmm... six figures in six months? I really like the sound of that, Rachel. No more blue vests? No more sore feet?” She leaned forward, wrapping her arms around my neck again, biting her lip. “You promise you can show me how to do all that?”

“I promise you, baby. I take care of what’s mine,” I murmured, leaning down to capture her lips once more.

We shared another deep, lingering kiss, our bodies melting back into that warm, comfortable rhythm. But this time, Kaydene pulled back with a soft laugh, tapping me playfully on my chest.

“Speaking of six figures and business... we gotta get moving,” Kaydene smiled, her eyes lighting up with excitement. “My mother is keeping that big Sunday cookout today back at her place with all our family and friends. The food is gonna be crazy, and I really want you to come.”

I widened my eyes, a teasing smirk spreading across my face as I ran my fingers over her soft, full lips. “Let me guess... you want me to tag along with you as your little emotional support stud, huh?”

“Yeah, it would be nice to have some company,” Kaydene smiled lovingly, her hand dropping down to give my butt a firm, affectionate tap that made me jump slightly. “Plus, I assure you, Rachel, you’re gonna absolutely love my mama’s cooking. She don't play in that kitchen. Best mac and cheese and fried chicken in the whole city, hands down.”

I chuckled, rubbing the spot where she just smacked me. “Good thing I love to eat, baby. You know a thick girl like me ain't never gonna turn down a plate of home-cooked food. But let’s be real for a second...” I paused, my expression becoming a little more grounded as I looked at her. “How would your mama feel with a stud like me showing up at your side at a family cookout? I mean... you said you ain't never been with a woman before. Your family thinks you’re straight. How we gonna play this?”

Kaydene bit her lip, thinking it over for a second before she gave me a reassuring look. “Don’t worry about it too much, Rachel. Just act normal, like you’re my close homegirl, you know? My family is loving, but they old-school. We don't gotta lay all our business out on the table on day one. Just kick it, eat some food, and vibe with everybody.”

I laughed out loud, shaking my ponytail out. “Alright, gotcha, I can do that. I can play the 'best friend' role for a couple hours. But let me warn you right now, Kaydene...” I stepped in real close, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered in a deep, dirty register that made her whole body shudder. “Don’t you dare go all sexy eating that fried chicken in front of me, or else I’m gonna fucking lose it right there in your mama’s yard. I’ll morph straight into a sexual deviant, pick you up, and carry your ass to the car to devour you. You hear me?”

Kaydene let out a loud, beautiful laugh, her face turning bright red as she pushed me away playfully. “You are completely terrible, Rachel! Go get dressed so we can leave!”

I seized her lips one more time, kissing her so deeply her knees went weak, before I finally turned around to head to the bedroom to put my clothes on.

***

Hours later, the bright afternoon sun was shining hot across the neighborhood as I pulled my midnight black Range Rover down the gravel driveway of a neat, brick house with a spacious, green backyard. I parked right behind Kaydene’s little silver Honda, turning the engine off. The heavy bass from a classic old-school R&B track was already drifting through the air from the back of the property, along with the undeniable, mouth-watering scent of hickory smoke, charred barbecue sauce, and seasoned chicken.

I checked myself in the rearview mirror. I had changed into a fresh, crisp white short-sleeve button-up shirt left open just enough to show off my collarbone tattoos, a pair of clean beige cargo shorts, and a fresh pair of white retro sneakers. My braids were freshly pulled back, and my diamond nose ring caught the heavy sunlight. I looked good, clean, and respectable, but still completely me.

I stepped out of the truck, the heat hitting my face, just as Kaydene hopped out of her car. She looked absolutely stunning in a yellow summer sundress that hugged every single one of her heavy curves perfectly, her wavy hair bouncing around her shoulders. She looked at my truck, then at me, her eyes full of pride.

We walked up the side path toward the backyard together, keeping a respectful distance since we were in public, but the energy between us was still buzzing. The second we rounded the corner into the yard, I saw a whole crowd of people—kids running around with water guns, older men sitting around a domino table slamming tiles down hard, and a massive smoker grill billowing sweet smoke into the air.

Standing right by the back porch steps was an older black woman with graying hair tied up in a neat colorful scarf, wearing a large kitchen apron that read “The Boss.” She had the exact same big, warm brown eyes and beautiful facial structure as Kaydene.

“Kaydene, baby!” the woman shouted, her face lighting up with instant joy. She wiped her hands on her apron and rushed over, pulling Kaydene into a massive, rib-crushing hug. “You made it! And look at you, looking so beautiful in that yellow dress. I told you a good family meal would clear that sour look off your face.”

“Hey, Ma,” Kaydene smiled, hugging her tight before pulling back.

Ms. Grace’s sharp, experienced eyes immediately drifted past Kaydene’s shoulder, locking straight onto me. She looked at my tatted arms, my height, my clean clothes, and my Range Rover parked in the driveway, her expression curious but completely welcoming.

“And who might you be, child?” Ms. Grace asked, stepping forward, resting her hands on her hips.

I stepped up, putting on my best, most respectful smile, letting my dimples show as I extended my hand out to her. “I’m Rachel Tucker, Ms. Grace. A close friend of your daughter. She’s been telling me all morning about how amazing your cooking is, so I just had to tag along and see it for myself.”

Ms. Grace’s face instantly broke into a wide, beautiful grin. She reached out and grasped my tatted hand, shaking it firmly with a surprisingly strong grip. “Well, it’s beautiful to meet you, Rachel! Any friend of my daughter is welcome in my yard. And you tell that girl right there that she didn't lie to you—my food is the best in this zip code! Come on inside, let me get you girls some sweet tea before the plates are ready.”

Ms. Grace led us right up the porch steps and into the bustling house. The kitchen was filled with giant aluminum trays covered in foil, the heat from the oven making the whole house smell like melted cheese and brown sugar. For the next hour, Kaydene took me around the yard and the house, introducing me to every single family member and friend she could find.

“This is my auntie Denise,” Kaydene would say, pulling me over to a group of older women drinking punch. “And this is my cousin Marcus. Marcus, this is Rachel.”

Every single person we met welcomed me with open arms. They didn't care about my tattoos or my style; they just saw how happy and relaxed Kaydene looked with me by her side. I felt completely at home, never once feeling left out or awkward. I cracked jokes with her uncles at the domino table, helped her aunties move some lawn chairs, and kept my eyes locked on Kaydene every time she passed by.

And Kaydene wasn't lying about the food either—the Sunday food was absolutely lit. When Ms. Grace finally uncovered the trays, I fixed myself a massive plate of baked macaroni and cheese that had the perfect burnt cheese crust on top, slow-cooked collard greens with chunks of smoked turkey, and a piece of golden, crispy fried chicken that was so juicy it was criminal.

I sat next to Kaydene on a bench in the shade, taking my first bite of the mac and cheese. My eyes closed instantly, a low groan of pure satisfaction escaping my lips. “Oh my god,” I muttered, looking at Kaydene. “Your mama is a literal prophet, Kay. This is the best thing I ever tasted.”

Kaydene chuckled, nudging my shoulder with hers, her eyes full of sweet warmth. “I told you, didn't I? I don't lie about food, Rachel.”

***

Later in the afternoon, as the sun began to dip lower in the sky, painting the clouds in shades of orange and pink, the heavy energy of the food coma started to hit the yard. The kids had calmed down, the domino game was quiet, and most of the family was lounging in lawn chairs, enjoying the cool breeze.

I stood up from the bench, stretching my tatted arms. “Hey, baby,” I whispered to Kaydene, keeping my voice low so nobody could hear the pet name. “I gotta head out into the kitchen to wash my hands, then I think I gotta get going soon. I got a huge back-piece design I need to finish drawing tonight for a client I gotta tattoo early tomorrow morning.”

Kaydene looked up at me, a sweet, slightly disappointed pout on her lips. “Aww, okay. Go handle your business, girl. I’ll come out to the truck with you in a minute.”

I walked up the porch steps and slipped inside the quiet house, heading to the bathroom to wash the barbecue sauce off my hands. While I was inside, Kaydene grabbed her mama’s hand, pulling Ms. Grace away from the crowd toward the quiet shade of the big oak tree in the far corner of the backyard.

“Ma, I need to tell you something,” Kaydene said, her voice dropping into a serious whisper, her hands nervously playing with the fabric of her yellow dress.

Ms. Grace wiped her hands on her apron, her expression instantly turning into one of deep, motherly concern. “What’s wrong, baby? Is it about that no-good Matt? Did he do something else?”

Kaydene took a deep breath, nodding her head. “Yeah, Ma. He pulled up on my crib this morning. Right before I came over here.”

Ms. Grace’s eyes flared with instant anger, her jaw tightening. “He did what? After I told that boy to stay away from you? What did he want, Kaydene?”

“He used his PlayStation as an excuse to come get his stuff,” Kaydene explained, her hood tone coming out as she recounted the drama in detail. “He showed up with a bunch of roses, trying to play sweet, trying to beg his way back into my apartment. He kept pushing against the door, Ma, trying to force his way inside after I told him to bounce. He actually shoved past me into my living room, screaming at me, calling me out of my name because he saw Rachel sitting on my couch.”

Ms. Grace gasped, her hand flying to her chest. “Lord have mercy! He put his hands on you? He forced his way inside? What did you do, child?”

“I didn't let him play with my life, Ma,” Kaydene said firmly, her chin lifting with that pride. “I marched right back into my bedroom, grabbed my Glock, and pointed it straight at that nigga’s chest. I told him if he didn't take his little digital console and get his broke, cheating ass out of my house right that second, I was gonna let the gun do the talking. Rachel stood right there with me, completely unbothered, telling him he better listen before he got popped. I walked him straight out the door with the iron pointed at him, and I slammed it in his face. He’s gone, Ma. For good this time.”

Kaydene purposely left out the part that she and I were actually fucking in her bed right before Matt knocked on the door, keeping that part of our business private.

Ms. Grace stood there for a long moment, her chest heaving as she processed the story. Then, a slow, proud smile spread across her wrinkled face. She reached out, grabbing Kaydene’s shoulders and squeezing them tight. “Good for you, baby! I raise my girls to be strong, and I’m glad you didn't let that boy intimidate you in your own castle. You protect yourself by any means necessary, you hear me? And that girl Rachel... I like her even more now. She didn't run away when the drama started; she stood by your side. That’s a real friend right there.”

“Yeah, Ma,” Kaydene smiled softly, her eyes drifting toward the back door where I was just stepping out onto the porch. “She really is.”

I walked down the steps, catching Kaydene’s eye. She said goodbye to her mama, and then walked me out to the front driveway where my Range Rover was parked. The air was getting cooler, the evening shadows stretching long across the gravel.

I turned around to face her by the driver’s side door. Without the eyes of the whole family on us, I reached out and pulled her into a warm, tight, heavy hug. Kaydene wrapped her arms around my neck, holding onto me sweet, her head resting against my chest.

“Thank you for coming today, Rachel,” Kaydene whispered against my shirt. “It meant everything to me to have you here. My family completely loved you.”

“I loved them too, baby,” I murmured, pulling back just enough to look down into her beautiful dark eyes. “Your mama is amazing, and that food changed my whole life. I’m gonna be dreaming about that mac and cheese tonight.”

Kaydene giggled, her dimples showing. “Go handle your drawing, girl. Promise you’ll text me when you get back to your crib?”

“I promise, ma,” I said, leaning down to plant one quick, soft, but completely passionate kiss on her lips, a silent promise of what was waiting for us later.

I hopped into the driver’s seat of the Range Rover, turning the engine over. The truck roared to life with a smooth, powerful purr. I waved out the window at her as I backed down the driveway, watching her stand there in her yellow sundress until she disappeared around the corner of the house.

***

The highway was clear as I headed back toward my side of the city, the heavy tires of the Range Rover humming smoothly against the asphalt. The sky was turning a deep, dark purple now, the first stars starting to peek out over the blinking lights of the skyline. I turned the radio down low, letting the quiet hum of the truck fill the space.

But my mind wasn't on the road, and it definitely wasn't on the back-piece design I was supposed to be drawing for my client tomorrow morning.

All I could think about was Kaydene.

Every single detail of the past twenty-four hours was running through my head on a continuous loop like my favorite stream highlight. The way she looked behind that Walmart register, all shy and gorgeous with those heavy curves trying to hide under that ugly blue vest. The way her skin felt under my tatted hands when we finally tumbled onto her bed, her soft moans echoing through the quiet room as I devoured her pretty pussy. The way she stood her ground against her raggedy ex-nigga, holding that Glock with so much fierce, beautiful pride. And the way she looked today in that yellow sundress, laughing with her family, looking at me like I was the only person in the yard who mattered.

I tightly gripped the steering wheel, a heavy, intense wave of desire washing straight through my stomach, making my core throb with a sudden, aching hunger. God, I wanted her. I wanted to be right back in her arms, tangled up in her sheets, making slow, passionate, dirty love to her until the sun came back up. I wanted to hear her call my name in that breathless, husky voice again.

This girl had me completely gone. I’d been with plenty of women before, but none of them ever made my heart beat like this. None of them ever made me want to build a whole future, to pull them out of the trenches of a hard job and show them how to make real bank so we could live large together. Kaydene was different. She was a prize, a real one, and I was gonna make sure I kept her safe, loved, and completely satisfied for the rest of our days.

I pulled the Range Rover into the driveway of my own house—a nice, spacious modern spot tucked away in a quiet neighborhood, paid for entirely by my streaming grind. I killed the engine, grabbed my keys, and hopped out, walking up to my front door with a light, happy bounce in my step.

The second I walked inside, I pulled out my phone, my fingers flying over the screen as I opened up our text thread.

“Just got back to my crib, baby. Already missing your soft lips and that yellow dress. Finish up your family dinner and text me back. I need to hear your voice before I start drawing. Love you, Kay.”

I hit send, a wide, dimpled smile spreading across my face in the quiet hallway as I walked back toward my streaming room. The future was looking bright as hell, and I couldn't wait to share every single piece of it with my girl.


CHAPTER 4




Kaydene’s POV:




Two days had passed since the whole showdown with Matt and his sad-ass grocery store roses, and let me tell you, my whole world had completely flipped upside down in the best way possible. I wasn't waking up with that heavy, anxious knot in my stomach no more. Instead, I was waking up to morning texts that made me blush before I even rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. Rachel was a woman of her word, and she was already treating me like I was something precious.

Tuesday morning hit, and I had to drag myself out of bed for another early shift at Walmart. But today was different. I didn't have to ride the raggedy public bus or drive my little Honda that’s been making a funny clicking noise in the transmission. Rachel had called me the night before and told me straight up, “Don't worry about driving tomorrow, baby. I’m pulling up to escort my queen to work.”

Around six-thirty in the morning, that unmistakable, deep, rumbling purr of her midnight-black Range Rover echoed through my apartment complex parking lot. I ran down the concrete stairs, checking my uniform vest, and there she was. The truck was spotless, the custom rims catching the early morning sun, looking like a whole million dollars. Rachel was sitting in the driver’s seat, wearing a clean, oversized gray hoodie that showed off the tattoos on her hands, her braids freshly laid, looking fine enough to make a girl lose her religion at seven in the morning.

The ride to work was a whole vibe. She had the heat blowing just right, a smooth R&B playlist bumping low through the expensive speakers, and the scent of that vanilla and cocoa butter body oil completely filling the cabin. She kept one tatted hand resting firmly on my thigh the entire drive, her thumb rubbing slow circles against my jeans. Every time we hit a red light, she’d lean over, look me dead in my eyes with those deep, dimpled cheeks, and plant a soft, lingering kiss on my lips that tasted like her morning coffee.

When we finally pulled into the chaotic, gray parking lot of Walmart, she didn't just drop me off by the side. She drove that big, beautiful luxury truck right up to the front entrance, right where all the employees and early bird customers were walking in.

And right on cue, standing by the sliding glass doors in her bright blue vest with a clipboard in her hand, was Sophia.

I saw the exact moment Sophia spotted the Range Rover. Her eyes went completely wide, her jaw dropping so low I thought it was gonna detach from her face. She stopped tracking her clipboard entirely, her chest heaving as she gawked at the glossy black truck spinning up to the curb.

I chuckled, unbuckling my seatbelt. “Look at Sophia,” I said, pointing out the windshield. “Her eyes are about to pop right out of her skull.”

Rachel leaned forward, looking through the tinted glass, a wicked, beautiful smirk spreading across her face. “Oh, that’s your homegirl from the register? The one who told you to stop checking out my ass?”

“Yeah, that’s her,” I laughed, my cheeks turning warm.

“Aight, bet. Let’s go give her something real to look at,” Rachel chuckled, killing the engine. She hopped out of the driver’s seat before I could even grab my bag, walking around the front of the hood with that slow, heavy-hipped, confident hood stride of hers. She opened my door for me, reaching out her tatted hand to help me step down onto the asphalt.

I grabbed my bag, my heart doing a little flutter, and we walked hand-in-hand straight toward the entrance where Sophia was practically vibrating with curiosity.

“Good morning, Sophia,” I said, trying to act completely casual, though I had a massive, proud grin plastered across my face.

Sophia didn't even look at me. Her eyes were glued to Rachel, scanning her from her fresh sneakers all the way up to her tatted neck and long braids. “Good morning is crazy, Kaydene,” Sophia breathed out, her gold teeth flashing as she finally looked at me. “Girl, you didn't tell me your friend was rolling around the city in a whole space shuttle! Sweet Jesus, this truck is beautiful.”

I smiled, pulling Rachel a little closer by her waist. “Sophia, stop acting wild. This is Rachel. Rachel, this is Sophia, the one and only friend who keeps me sane in this joint.”

Rachel extended her tatted hand, her dimples deep and warm as she gave Sophia a respectful, firm handshake. “Nice to meet you, Sophia. Kaydene told me you look out for her, so you already good in my book. I appreciate you keeping my girl company during these long shifts.”

Sophia shook her hand, her eyes sparkling with pure, unadulterated excitement. “Nice to meet you too, Rachel! And honey, let me tell you, I will gladly keep looking out for her if it means you keep pulling up to the front doors in this luxury vessel. Go ahead, Miss Kaydene! You upgraded so heavy it’s ridiculous!”

We all cracked up, the tension completely melting into the morning air. Rachel leaned in close to me, completely ignoring the fact that customers were walking past us, and wrapped her arms around my waist. She pressed a soft, warm kiss right against my temple, her voice dropping into that deep, raspy whisper that always made my thighs clench.

“Have a good shift, beautiful,” Rachel murmured against my skin. “Don't let these folks drive you crazy today. I’m pulling right back up to this exact curb at three o’clock to pick you up. I got a whole surprise waiting for you back at my crib.”

“Alright, baby,” I whispered back, my heart completely full. “I’ll be waiting.”

She gave my hip one last, possessive squeeze before turning around and strutting back to her Range Rover. Sophia and I stood there watching that phat ass sway under her shorts until she hopped into the driver’s seat and drove off, the black paint gleaming under the morning sun.

Sophia whipped her head around to look at me, her hands on her hips. “Girl... if you ever take that cheating nigga Matt back after this, I am personally going to fight you in the breakroom. That woman is an absolute goddess!”

“I know, Sophia,” I sighed, a goofy, love-struck smile stuck on my lips as we walked through the sliding doors. “I know.”

***

The eight hours of my shift felt like a whole century. Every time I scanned a barcode or rang up a customer’s groceries, my mind was entirely focused on three o’clock. My feet were burning, my back was aching, but the thought of Rachel picking me back up kept me pushing through the day. When the clock finally hit three, I tore that blue Walmart vest off my shoulders so fast I think I ripped a button, punched my timecard, and practically ran out the front doors.

And right on time, sitting at the curb with the engine purring like a giant cat, was the midnight-black Range Rover.

I hopped into the passenger seat, the cool air conditioning instantly hitting my hot face, and Rachel immediately pulled me into a deep, welcoming kiss that tasted like sweet mint. “Missed you, ma,” she murmured against my lips, shifting the truck into drive.

“Missed you more,” I panted, leaning back into the expensive leather seats as we pulled out of the parking lot, leaving that gray Walmart building far behind us.

We drove for about twenty minutes, leaving my side of town and heading into a beautiful, quiet neighborhood where the trees were tall, the lawns were perfectly manicured, and the houses were big and modern. Rachel pulled the truck down a long, smooth concrete driveway, stopping in front of a stunning, two-story contemporary house made of dark wood, gray stone, and massive glass windows.

My eyes went wide as I looked out the windshield. “Rachel... this is your house? For real? Girl, this place looks like a luxury resort.”

“Welcome to the crib, baby,” Rachel smiled, killing the engine and grabbing her keys. “Come on inside, let me show you how a tech mogul really lives.”

We stepped out of the truck, and she led me through a massive, heavy glass front door. The inside of her house took my breath away. The floors were a polished white concrete that reflected the recessed LED lighting along the ceiling. The furniture was all custom—a massive, deep-set black velvet sectional sofa dominated the living room, sitting in front of a flat-screen TV that looked like it belonged in a movie theater. Abstract tatted artwork hung on the walls, and everything was completely spotless, modern, and lit.

“Rachel, this is absolutely beautiful,” I breathed, looking around the open-concept space. “Biscuit would lose his little mind running around in here.”

“He’s welcome anytime, and so are you,” Rachel said, walking up behind me and wrapping her tatted arms around my waist, chin resting on my shoulder. “But come on, the real magic is down the hall. I want to show you the money-maker.”

She led me down a wide hallway toward the back of the house, opening a heavy, soundproof wooden door. The second she flipped the light switch, my jaw hit the floor for the second time today.

The room was a literal gamer’s paradise. Three massive, curved computer monitors sat on a giant custom black L-shaped desk, glowing with high-definition screensavers. A professional-grade microphone hung from a sleek boom arm, a high-tech camera was mounted right above the middle screen, and two giant studio softbox lights stood on either side of the desk. The back wall behind her gaming chair was completely covered in custom hexagon LED light panels that pulsed with a vibrant purple and neon pink glow, casting a beautiful, sexy ambiance over the entire space.

“This is the streaming setup, ma,” Rachel said, a proud, dimpled smile on her face as she walked over and tapped the power button on her massive, custom-built computer tower. The PC instantly came to life, the internal fans glowing with matching purple liquid-cooling tubes. “This is where I sit every night and build my empire.”

“Wow,” I whispered, walking around the room, touching the soft fabric of her professional gaming chair. “This is crazy, Rachel. It looks so complicated.”

“It’s easy once you get the hang of it,” she said, pulling another comfortable chair over for me and sitting down in her own. Her long manicured fingers flew across the mechanical keyboard, the keys clicking loudly as she opened up her broadcasting software. “Matter of fact... I’m supposed to do a quick afternoon chill stream today just to check in with my community. You want to see how it works?”

My heart did a nervous little thump. “Wait... right now? On camera? Rachel, I’m in my work clothes, my hair is a little wild—”

“You look flawless, Kaydene,” Rachel interrupted, her voice deep and full of heavy reassurance as she looked at me. She reached out, her tatted hand gently wiping a stray curl from my forehead. “You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen, and my chat is gonna absolutely love you. Just sit right here next to me, relax, and let me handle the talking. Trust me, baby.”

I looked into her confident eyes, took a deep breath, and sat down in the chair next to her. “Alright. I trust you.”

Rachel turned on her high-definition camera, adjusted the microphone, and hit a big red button on her control deck that said START STREAM.

Within three seconds, a massive alarm sound went off through her speakers, and the chat box on the left monitor started exploding with hundreds of messages flying past so fast I couldn't even read them.

“What’s up, chat! What’s up, family!” Rachel boomed into the microphone, her voice instantly shifting into her professional, high-energy streaming persona, though her deep hood tonality remained completely authentic. She leaned back in her chair, flashing those deep dimples at the lens. “We out here doing a little surprise afternoon vibe stream today. I know y'all weren't expecting me until tonight, but I had to hop on because I got a special guest in the building with me today.”

Rachel reached over, wrapping her tatted hand around mine, pulling my chair just a little bit closer into the camera frame.

“Chat, I want y'all to meet Kaydene,” Rachel smiled, her eyes softening as she looked at me through the lens. “She’s the prettiest girl in the whole city, and she’s the one holding me down right now. I want everybody in the chat to drop some purple hearts right now to welcome my queen to the platform. Don't be acting wild in my chat today, keep it respectful, or my mods are gonna ban your ass instantly.”

The second she said my name, the chat box went completely chaotic. A literal waterfall of purple hearts and messages started flooding the screen.

“OMG SHE IS GORGEOUS!” “Rachel got a whole W wife!” “Welcome Kaydene! 🔥🔥🔥” “The aesthetics in this room just went up 1000%!”

I couldn't help but let out a wide, shy, beautiful laugh, waving timidly at the little camera lens. “Hi everybody,” I said softly into the microphone.

Seeing the chat react so lovingly to me completely wiped away all my nervousness. For the next hour, Rachel ran the stream like a complete master. She played a couple quick rounds of an online shooter game, her tatted fingers flying over the mouse and keyboard with insane speed, while I sat next to her, cheering her on, laughing at her trash-talk, and reading out some of the funny messages from the subscribers. It was the most fun I’d had in a long time.

Before she ended the stream, Rachel opened up a new browser window on her main screen. “Alright chat, before we bounce to go get some dinner, I’m doing something special,” Rachel told the microphone. She looked over at me, a sweet, mischievous glint in her eyes. “I’m setting up an official Twitch account for Kaydene right now. I want every single one of y'all to go hit that follow button instantly so when she starts her own stream, she’s already locked and loaded.”

She typed in my info, creating the handle Kaydene_TheQueen, and within five minutes of the account being live, the follower count was already jumping past three thousand people. I stared at the screen in complete, utter disbelief.

“There you go, baby,” Rachel smiled, hitting the button to end the broadcast, the bright softbox lights finally turning off. The room fell back into that dim, sexy purple glow. She turned her chair toward me, leaning close, her hands resting on my knees. “You’re officially on game now. No more Walmart lifestyle for you, Kay. We building something real.”

I looked at the screens, then back at her gorgeous, tatted face. I felt a sudden wave of deep emotion hit my chest. Nobody had ever tried to elevate me like this before. Matt just wanted me to cook, clean, and stay in my place while he spent my money. But Rachel? Rachel wanted to lift me up to her level.

“Thank you, Rachel,” I whispered, my voice a little thick as I reached forward, wrapping my arms around her neck and pulling her into a sweet, deep, heartfelt kiss. “You don't even know how much this means to me, girl.”

“I know, baby,” she murmured against my lips, her arms tightening around my waist. “I know. Now come on, let’s go get some food inside you. I know you starving after that shift.”

Rachel ordered a massive spread of Chinese food from a high-end spot downtown—giant boxes of sesame chicken, spicy beef and broccoli, garlic fried rice, and crispy egg rolls. We set up right on the floor of her massive living room, leaning our backs against the plush black velvet sectional, eating straight out of the containers while some new romantic thriller movie played on the giant flat-screen TV.

We laughed, fed each other pieces of chicken, and talked more about the stream. But as the food settled and the night grew darker, the atmosphere inside the house began to shift. The playful, casual vibe started to dissolve, replaced by that heavy, intoxicating, familiar sexual tension that always seemed to simmer between us whenever we were close. Every time Rachel’s tatted arm brushed against mine, a little bolt of pure electricity went straight down to my pelvis, making my pussy throb under my jeans.

“Man, I am completely sticky from that Walmart floor,” I said, wiping my mouth with a napkin, looking over at her through my lashes. “I need to hit the shower real bad, Rachel.”

Rachel slowly lowered her chopsticks, her dark eyes instantly darkening with an intense, hungry heat. She licked her lips slow, her gaze tracing the line of my neck down to the swell of my breasts under my shirt.

“Funny you say that, ma,” Rachel purred, her voice dropping into that deep, raspy register that made my stomach do a whole backflip. “Because my bathroom got a custom double-head rainfall shower with wall jets. And I think it’s plenty of room for both of us to get clean. Come on.”

She stood up, extending her tatted hand down to me. I grabbed it, my heart hammering violently against my ribs as she led me down the hallway into her master suite.

The bathroom was a straight-up luxury spa. It was entirely done in dark gray slate tile, with a massive, glass-enclosed walk-in shower that looked big enough to park a small car inside. Rachel reached in, turning the chrome knobs, and within seconds, a cloud of thick, warm steam began billowing out, filling the room with vapor.

We stood in the middle of the bathroom, our eyes locked onto each other as we began to strip. I pulled my shirt over my head, letting it drop to the floor, followed by my jeans. I stood there in nothing but my matching black lace bra and panties, my curvy brown body completely exposed to her gaze. Rachel took her time, her eyes tracing every single inch of my thick thighs, my wide hips, and my full breasts like she was memorizing a map.

Rachel stripped out of her hoodie and shorts, standing bare before me. Her tatted body looked absolutely lethal in the dim, steamy light, her full breasts heavy, her dark nipples already tight and hard from the sheer anticipation. She walked over to me, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties, and slowly slid them down my legs, along with my bra.

She took my hand, pulling me into the glass enclosure. The warm water from the rainfall head above instantly cascaded down over our heads, soaking our hair and running in sweet, hot streams down our bare skin. The water jets from the wall sprayed right against our backs, creating a sensory overload of pure, steamy warmth.

Rachel didn't waste a single second. The raw, primal hunger took over her face. She grabbed my hips from behind, her tatted hands digging firmly into my flesh, and spun me around so I was facing the dark gray slate tile wall of the shower.

“Hands on the tile, Kaydene,” Rachel growled into my ear, her hot breath mixing with the steam. “Brace yourself against the wall for support, baby. Right now.”

I gasped, my heart racing as I lifted my arms, pressing my palms flat against the warm, wet slate tiles, leaning my body forward. I arched my back deep, pushing my phat, round ass out completely, exposing my core to her.

Rachel stood behind me, letting out a low, ragged groan as she looked at my ass. She reached down, her strong, tatted hands gripping the heavy, juicy cheeks of my backside, squeezing them tightly until her fingers left light indentations in my skin. She used her thumbs to spread my cheeks wide open, completely baring my soaking wet, swollen pussy to her view under the streaming water.

“Look at you,” Rachel muttered, her voice thick with pure, dirty lust. “You dripping wet already, ma. This fat pussy is slippery as hell for me. I’m about to eat this shit from the back, Kaydene. Hold on to that wall.”

Rachel dropped down to her knees right there on the wet shower floor, the water from the jets spraying over her tatted shoulders. She leaned her face forward, burying her mouth entirely into the crevice of my backside, and slammed her wet tongue straight onto my swollen clit from behind.

“OH MY GOD! RACHEL!” I screamed out, my voice echoing off the glass walls of the shower. My hands slid slightly against the wet tiles, and I had to grip the grout lines tightly for support as the sheer intensity of her tongue hit me like an electric shock.

Rachel got completely filthy with it. She kept her tatted hands wrapped tightly around the sides of my thighs, holding me firmly in place while her mouth devoured me from behind. She used her tongue in a heavy, flat, aggressive upward motion, lapping up my sweet, sticky cream that was mixing with the warm shower water. She sucked my clit deep into her lips, making a loud, wet slurping sound that went straight to my brain, driving me completely insane.

“Fuck, Rachel! Yes! Eat it just like that!” I moaned out loud, my hood accent fully coming out as the pleasure overwhelmed my consciousness. “Suck that clit, baby! Oh god, you eating it so deep! I can't take it!”

Rachel hummed loud against my wet skin, the vibrations sending intense shocks through my pelvis. She slid two long, tatted fingers deep inside my tight, soaking wet pussy from behind, pumping them in a heavy, ruthless rhythm, her knuckles rubbing against my spot with every single stroke, stretching me out perfectly under the hot water.

I was losing my absolute mind, my hips bucking wildly backward into her face, grinding my wet core right against her lips. My legs started trembling violently, the muscles in my thighs turning to straight jelly under her grip.

“I’m gonna cum, Rachel! My legs—shit, I’m shaking! I’m gonna cum!” I screamed, my head rolling back as my vision blurred.

Rachel didn't slow down; she increased the speed, her tongue flicking ruthlessly right against my buzzing clit while her fingers fucked me deep. A massive, violent orgasm crashed over my entire body. My core tightened, my pussy clenching around her tatted fingers like a vice as a heavy gush of my sweet juices squirted out, mixing with the water cascading down my legs. I shook all over, my knees completely giving out, and I would have collapsed to the floor if Rachel hadn't quickly stood up, wrapping her strong arms under my armpits to hold me upright.

***

Rachel spun me around in her arms so my back was now pressing flat against the warm slate tiles, the rainfall water streaming down over our faces, washing away the sweat and the cream. Her dark eyes were completely wild, her breathing ragged, her face covered in a mix of water and my sweet juices.

She leaned in, capturing my lips in a fierce, aggressive kiss. She slid her tongue deep into my mouth, forcing me to taste myself on her—it was sweet, salty, and completely intoxicating, a raw reminder of how hard she had just made me come.

I pulled my lips back just a fraction of an inch, my heart pounding, a sudden rush of dominant, dirty energy running through my veins as I looked at her tatted frame. I wasn't done. Not even close.

I reached my hands up, wrapping my fingers tightly into her long, braided ponytail. With a firm, unyielding pressure, I pushed Rachel’s head straight down toward my waist. “Serve your queen properly, baby,” I whispered in a husky, demanding tone. “Get back down there and lick it until I can't breathe no more.”

Rachel let out a dark, satisfied growl against my stomach, completely loving my sudden bossy attitude. She dropped back down to her knees in front of me, her braids swinging through the water jets. She reached up, grabbing my thick thighs and lifting my left leg up, resting it right over her tatted shoulder so my pussy was completely open, exposed, and pinned against the wall.

She dove right back in, her mouth completely covering my swollen, throbbing core. She began licking and slurping on my clit with an intense, aggressive hunger, her tongue working in fast circles while the hot water from the rainfall head streamed down over both of our bodies.

“Oh fuck, Rachel... you are an animal!” I screamed out, my fingers digging deep into the wet braids of her hair, pulling her head closer against my pussy as she tongued my clit ruthlessly. The sensation of the hot water jets hitting my back while her wet tongue devoured my front was almost too much pleasure for my brain to process.

She was sucking my clit so hard it felt like she was trying to inhale my whole soul. Her tatted fingers slid back inside me, three fingers this time, pumping fast and heavy, creating a wet, squelching sound that echoed over the rush of the shower water.

“Yes! Right there! Don't stop, Rachel! Don't you fucking stop!” I begged, my body trembling all over again, my head slamming back against the tile wall.

I started to grind my pelvis aggressively against her face, riding her mouth under the streaming water. The pressure inside my core built up to a tight, explosive peak within seconds. My whole body went completely rigid, my toes curling against the shower floor.

“Rachel! Fuck, I’m cumming again! I’m squirting! Hold onto me!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

A second, massive, volcanic orgasm ripped through my entire being. My pussy muscles convulsed violently, and a heavy, thick fountain of my sweet juices squirted out of me, spraying straight into her mouth and all over her face. Rachel moaned out loud, holding my leg tightly over her shoulder, swallowing my cream greedily, refusing to let a single drop go to waste under the water. I trembled and cried out, completely spent, sliding down the tile wall until I was sitting flat on the wet floor, my chest heaving as the water rained down on me.

Minutes later, the heavy rush of my orgasm began to settle, but the sexual fire in the shower was still burning hot. I looked up through the steam, my breathing finally catching up to me, and saw Rachel standing above me, her tatted body glistening with water, her breasts heaving, her beautiful dark pussy completely swollen and dripping with her own thick, sweet arousal.

A sudden wave of love and pure desire washed over me. I stood back up on my shaky legs, the water streaming down my face. I looked into her hungry eyes and gave her a wicked, slow smile.

I grabbed her by her wide, tatted hips and gently guided her back against the gray slate tile wall. Rachel let out a shaky breath, her arms reaching up to grip the chrome handles of the shower fixtures for support. I dropped down to my knees in front of her, the warm water from the wall jets spraying right over my back and hair.

I reached out, my hands sliding up her thick, toned thighs, spreading her legs wide apart. Her pussy was fat, pretty, and completely drenched in her own cream—thick, sweet, and glistening under the bright bathroom lights.

I didn't waste a single second. I dove my face straight between her legs, burying my mouth entirely into her wet core.

“OH FUCK, BABY!” Rachel screamed, the raw hood slickness in her voice breaking completely as her head slammed back against the wet tile wall. “Ayyye! You are fucking devouring me, Kaydene! Ugh! Eat that shit, baby! Eat it until I fucking lose it!” Her tatted fingers gripped the chrome handles so tight her knuckles turned white, her whole body arching off the wall as she tried to force her fat, dripping clit deeper into my mouth.

I got completely nasty with it, using all the skills she had just taught me. I flattened my tongue out, lapping up her thick, sweet cream from bottom to top, before focusing my mouth entirely on her swollen, throbbing clit. I sucked her clit deep into my lips, creating a heavy suction, while my tongue flicked hard and fast against the bud.

At the same time, I slid three of my fingers deep inside her tight, hot pussy. The friction was insane, her walls clenching tightly around my hand as I pumped them in a heavy, fast, ruthless rhythm.

“Fuck, Kaydene! Your tongue... oh my god, it’s magic!” Rachel screamed, her voice completely shot, her hood accent coming out in full force as she began to ride my face aggressively. She reached down with both of her hands, completely mauling and groping her own full breasts, squeezing them tightly and rolling her dark nipples between her fingers as the pleasure overwhelmed her brain.

“Eat that fat pussy, ma! Make me squirt for you! Fuck me with them fingers!” Rachel growled out, her hips bucking wildly into my mouth under the streaming water.

I increased the speed, my tongue working like a machine against her clit while my fingers fucked her deep, hitting her spot perfectly over and over. Rachel’s body began to vibrate, her thighs shaking against my shoulders as she reached her peak.

“Kaydene! I’m gonna cum! I’m squirting! Watch out, baby—YES!” Rachel screamed.

Her body went completely rigid, her back arching off the wall, and a massive, heavy gush of her sweet, thick juices squirted out of her core, spraying all over my face, my eyes, and my mouth. I stayed right down there, swallowing her sweetness, licking every single drop off her thighs and her slit, loving the raw, addictive taste of her. She convulsed over and over, coming hard for a full thirty seconds before her arms finally let go of the handles, and she slid down the wall, collapsing right into my lap on the shower floor.

By the time the final waves of that beautiful, filthy storm crashed over us, the world outside the glass didn't even exist. The wall jets and the rainfall head kept pouring down, a warm, heavy cascade washing away the sweat, the cream, and the beautiful sin we’d just committed, but we were completely paralyzed by the pleasure. We were still on the wet slate floor, our bodies completely tangled together like roots in the earth, our chests heaving in a chaotic, synchronized rhythm. The thick, white steam swirled around us like a heavy velvet curtain, locking us inside a private universe made of nothing but pure, unadulterated ecstasy and the sweet, heavy scent of our combined juices.

Rachel pulled me flush against her wet, tatted frame, her heartbeat hammering violently against my breast. Her skin was burning hot against mine, an addictive, feverish contrast to the water sliding down our spines. She reached up, her slick, trembling fingers cupping my jawline, and pulled my face close enough that our breath mingled in the space between us.

She leaned in and took my mouth—not with the wild, desperate hunger from before, but with a slow, deep, bruising passion that made my soul ache. It was a wet, heavy, completely romantic kiss that tasted like a vow, her deep dimples cutting into her wet cheeks as she pulled back just enough to look me dead in my eyes. The water droplets caught the dim purple lights of the bathroom, glistening on her eyelashes like diamonds.

“You got me completely gone, Kaydene,” Rachel whispered, her voice dropping into a deep, raspy register that vibrated with a raw, heartfelt emotion so intense it pierced straight through my core. “I ain't never given a fuck about a bitch the way I care about you. You ain't just my girl, ma. You my whole fucking future, baby. We gonna build an empire together, we gonna stack this paper, and I’m gonna make sure you never have to stress a day in your life again, I swear on everything I love.”

A tear slid down my cheek, completely swallowed by the rainfall, my heart swelling until it felt like it would burst out of my chest. I smiled against her lips, the taste of her still lingering on my tongue, and wrapped my arms tight around her tatted neck, pulling her body so close there wasn't even room for the water to pass between us.

“I love you, Rachel Tucker,” I whispered back, my voice thick with a sweet, undeniable certainty.

And as the warm water continued to cascade over us, washing us clean but leaving us permanently marked by each other, I looked around that beautiful, modern palace and realized something poetic. I wasn't just safe. I wasn't just a girl escaping a broken past. Standing in the steam with this goddess holding me like I was her world, I knew I was exactly where I belonged. In her arms.
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